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FOR THE SATURDAY BVENING POST. 
BY CLARA AUGUSTA. 


The wild winds whistle down the hills’ dark 


gorge, 
The leaden air is full of hail and enow— 
And tossed and harassed by the reckless wind, 
The drifts to frigid, white-capt mountains 
grow. 


The cold is brutal—ice reigns everywhere— 
The lowland streamlet groans in sullen pain— 
The mighty river flowing to the sea, 
Struggles in impotence to break its chain. 


It is a night when thankful unto God 

For home and love, we gather round the 
hearth, * 

When we would draw in those we care for most 

To our embrace, from all the wide, cold earth. 


I shudder, though the grate is crimson red, 
And al] around me is the ruddy light ; 

My thoughts go out to wander after one— 
To wonder where he is this boisterous night! 


Sleeps he beside the camp fire’s dying glare, 
Dreaming of home and friends so far away? 

Or pacing on the lonesome picket guard, 
With weary waiting for the break of day? 


The tents giggm whitely through the torpid 
night, 
The earthworks sharp defined rise up below— 
And through the murky gloom that lies be 
tween, 
He sees the distant watch fires of the foe. 


The dark eye kindles—fiushes hot his cheeR— 
May be the morrow’s sun will shine on strife! 
The smoky sky hang over men who meet 
To yield up blood for blood, and life for life! 


Oh, heaven! the winds shriek on like fiends at 
war !— 
My heart shrinks cold and shud’ring in my 
breast ; 
The thought of him upon that deadly field, 
Breaks ruthlessly through all my hours of rest! 


I find no peace, or comfort ;—Heaven be kind! 
This mortal dread of Fate, so stern and grim, 
Is terrible! my dreams are full of it! 
My life is one long prayer to God for him! 
Firmington, N. I. 


THE CHBAP CASTLE, 


CHAPTER L 
To pz SOLD, WITH IMMEDIATE POSSESSION, A 
CASTLE, ON THE S8EA-COAST OF BLANK- 
SHIRE, WITH AMPI.E ACCOMMODATION FOR 
A FAMILY OF DISTINCTION. NOBLEMEN OR 
GENTLEMEN TREATING FOR THE 8AME 
WITHOUT THE INTERVENTION OF AN 
AGENT, WILL MEET WITH LIBERAL TERMS, 
FoR PARTICULARS AND CARDS TO VIEW, 
APPLY TO Megasrs. Nockempon, Avo- 
TIONEERS AND EstaTeE AGENTS, LONDON; 
on TO Mu. Narnanre, Graves, Crvque- 


e* it wal PORT, BLANKSHIRE. 
or not. The above is an advertisement which oc- 
al Pole tupied a place in the Mansion columns of the 
s the London Times, last March, and had done so 
ever saat? Pretty often before, I have no doubt. You re- 
= Member it, reader, I dare say, who have 
of the Soul Passed more than one autumn yachting off 
; that coast, and as you read it, have won- 
dered whether it referred to Eyrie Towers, 
ignt al: that stands so majestically to the east of Cin- 
ot on quepert, above the foam and roar of the At- 
ow. Jantic. And you, reader, who peruse the 
_- Times (for cheapness’ sake) in your Institute, 
past you have read it too, and remembering that 
+. eam-boat excursion of which you formed a 
, a in August last, and which was erro- 
_ a, Peously termed a pleasure-trip, you also call 
rear, G08 > mind Eyrie Towers, for the good-natured 
Tear, Wes Bpper touched you on the back-—you were 
’ Niche Baning over the side—as the vessel passed ft, 
*§p exclaimed: “There, mate, would you 
, Harvey OR like to live in a house like that?’ To 
5 you replied, faintly: -“I don't care 
it is, captain, so long as it's on the 

‘ed dry land.” 
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Perhaps, of all pleagant parties at Christmas 
time, the children’s party is the most agree- 
able, The young enter with so hearty a 
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CHRISTMAS. 





relish into the holiday sports, their cheerful ; mas games, or stand full of admiration be- 
laughter rings out merrily as they gather | fore the wondrous tree blossoming with 
rouad the table, or join ia innocent Christ- | Christmas gifts, Well, without being childish, 





we may all endesvor to have the joyous, in- 
nocent, trustful, hopeful feelings of childhood 
at this Christmas time. 








You are both right my friends; Eyrie| ters on notepaper with engravings of the | neglect about it, to remind one of Ireland. 
Towers is the very place alluded to by that ' stately pile in its N.,8., E, and W. aspects, 


advertisement, albeit when I had learned as 
much from Messrs. Nockemdon it afforded 
no information to me. Iam not a sea-going 
man myself, never having personally ex- 
plored what is very properly termed “ the 
waste of waters”—for why should there be so 
much of it?—further than Herne Bay; nor 
have I, until quite lately, ever seen Eyrie 
Towers from seaward, although I have been 
its proprietor these six months. However, I 
am anticipating. When I first caught sight 
of this advertisement, I was sitting in the 
breakfast-room in my villa on Wimbledon 
Common; my eyes wandered from the news- 
paper to the plate glass window, through 
which was to be seen the well-ordered gar- 
den, with its trim borders, and painfully dis- 
tinct paths, and the white gate, and that 
dusty high-road on the other side of it, along 
which I should presently be carried away 
into the teeming city. Then these things 
faded away from my retina, and in place of 
them arose a castle in the air, yet by the sea, 
surrounded with spacious but inartificial 
pleasure-grounds; a place far removed from 
the pursuit which had made a prisoner of me 
for two score of years, and whither the voice 
of the "bus cad, with his “ Bank, Bank, City 
Bank,” had never penetrated, nor even the 
shrill whistle of the locomotive. Only the 
mighty roar of ocean should break in upon 
me, instead of the incessant hurdy-gurdy, and 
the snowy foam of the storm stirred deep, in- 
stead of “blacks.’ As for air, I daresay that 
it is freah enough at Wimbledon—when the 
Volunteers don’t make it half gunpowder— 
but fresh air, different from beef in this re- 
spect, is nothing when one compares it with 
salt. The smell of the sea, that mysterious 
unparalleled odor, without which a sea-side 
place ia as disappointing to me as that bas- 
tard scentless flower, the dog-violet, was what 
I pined for. Instead of going to Margate or 
Ramesgate, as was my usual custom f.r many 
months in the year, 1 had come to Wimble- 
don; and for all the good that the change 
had at present effected, I might just as well 
bave remained in Baker Street. Our butler, 
Muggiles—who never forgot tbat his late 
master was a baronet—had declined to put 
up with Margate accommodation any more; 
we had come to our present house for the 
spring months on trial, and it was understood 
that the residence was giving him satisfac- 
tion; but still I made no doubt that a castle 
would meet with Muggles's more entire ap- 
probation, having been always accustomed, 
as he was wont to observe, to “high-life and 
its environs”—by which I believe he meant 
to signify its accessories. 

We ourselves were not, strictly speaking, 
aristocrats (although, let me tell you, Stock- 
broking is far from a vulgar trade.) but we 
were visited by those who were. Though we 
did have a house in Baker Street, we were 
not merely “ genteel” people; and besides, as 
I have already said, we only fived there half 
the year. There was no absolute incongruity 


in our residing in a castle—writing one’s iet- 





and having its title printed with elaborote 
diminutiveness on one’s card—but it was un- 
questionably a great step (in the right direct- 
tion,) and the contemplation of it caused a 
certain flutter of the spirits. If I had con- 
fided the idea to my wife, it would certainly 
have astonished her; and retrogression would 
have become exceedingly difficalt, if not im- 
possible, should Louisa Adelaide, our daugh- 
ter, once recognize the practicability of such 
a design. “ Yes,” thought I, as I let the 
newspaper repose upon my knee, and gazed 
upon that unconscious young lady as she 
helped herself for the third time to apricot 
jam, “that girl would adorn any sphere. It 
is positively a waste of power to keep her in 
a villa, It is the duty of a father to provide 
what is most appropriate for hia offspring— 
the very birds of the air perform what is 
right in that respect; her appetite, too, is fail- 
ing ; she wants sea-air; to reside in some ele- 
vated spot—eay the tower in the east wing. 
Louisa Adelaide shall have her castle.” 

There was another reason, too, (which 
there is now no necessity fur concealing,) 
connected with my daughter, which urged 
me to this step. It would place us at once 
at a social elevation to which young Theo 
dosius Chane, the civil engineer, (whom I 
used to call Theodolite before I found myself 
obliged to keep him at a distance,) would 
scarcely venture to aspire. It was imperti- 
nent enough of him to emerge from lodgings 
in Camden Town to hang about Louisa Ade 
laide ata villa with a double coach-house; 
but to pay his addresses to her at a Castle, 
would, I thought, be a little too presump 
tuous even for him. 

So, when I went into town, instead of 
driving straight to the city, I called at Messrs 
Nockemdon to make inquiries. Theclerk in 
the glass case, who had doubtless remarked 
the high stepping bays that brought me, was 
not in the least astonished at my comivg 
afier the Castle, and he introduced me at 
once to his principal, who was not astonished 
either. If I only liked the place half as well 
as Sir Ranagan Flanigan and family, to 
whom he had last let it, I should never re 
pent the purchase. 

“Then it can be rented, can it,” said I, 
“instead of bought?” Well—no—it could 
not be rented. He did not quite understand 
the circumstances of the case, but he sup 
posed that the proprietor was now anxious 
to realize. Mr. Graves of Cinqueport, through 
which town I must needs pass to get to Eyrie 
Towers, was in possession of a}! the requisite 
information; but the Mesars. Nockemdon 
had merely instructions as to price. From 
the photographs just taken of the mansion in 
question, he might say with respect to this 
matter, that the place was dirtcheap. “ Quite 
& show-place sir, I give you my honor.” 

Here the photographs were exhibited. 
Eyrie Towers, from every point of view, 
might have been the hereditary habitation of 
a line of Irish peers at the very least. There 
was not, however, the least tinge of decay or 





| 





The garden, although not extensive, was wel) 
kept; and the shrubberies upon the land-side 
trimmed with tasteful care. Towards the 
sea, the castle was unprotected; a stone ter- 
race, a little lawn, and a light iron fence alone 
intervened between ‘it and the boundless 
ocean. Louisa Adelaide wi uld certainly get 
alr enough. There was nt much ground 
about it anywhere; a field or two; ap ave- 
nue; and what was locally termed “« bun 
ney,” a ravine or chine runniog down into 
the sea, comprehended all the territory. Be 
side the bunney (but having no connection 
with it) there wasa “right of free warren” 
over @ certain sandy tract, and upon this 
Mr. Nockemdon was vaguely eulogistic, al- 
though I don't believe he knew what it meant 
any more than I did. The external advan- 
tages of the property also included a sort of 
marine lordship; a third of all that came on 
shore in the way of wreck, between two 


headlands lying east and west of the Castle, | 


was the property of its lord. This valuable 
privilege had been conceded to the founder 
of the ancient race, who had once inhabited 
Eyrie Towers, by King Stephen, on account 
of his having burned a village in the vicinity, 
inhabitgnte and all, because, upon being 
pricked with lance-heads, they had given 
provisions to some troops of the oppusite 
faction, 
nobles in the United Kingdom, 1 was in- 
formed, had preserved this feudal right; aod 
the possession of it, in point of social p #ition, 
was incalculably valuable. 
only regretted to add, that, in consequence of 
the mistaken benevolence of the time, the 
power of life and death formerly enjoyed by 
the lord of Eyrie Towers over the people of 
Cinqueport was abrogated, Still, 1 should 


doubtless find the trades-people devuted to | 


me. 
But after all, the gem of the property was 
the Castle itself. This was none of your mo- 
dern cas‘ellated erections, with pepper-box 
towers, end slits for loopholes, such as those, 
through which one drops half-crowns (or 
pennies, which sound as well) into missiopary 
boxes; but a two-winged mansion, with 
court-yard and clock tower (the latter pic 
turesquely ivied), a draw-bridge spanning 
what had formerly been a moat, but which 
was now a sunk garden, and even several 
bons fide dungeons. The dining-ro»m was 
adapted for the entertainment of thirty re 
tainers (and some of them, if necessary, upon 
horseback), in addition to the family circle; 
while in the deep projecting oriela of the 
drawing-room, four or five flirtations might 
be carried on without any one happy pair in- 
terfering with the seclusion of anotner. 
“I am afraid,” said I sighing, “that this 
beautiful place is a little beyond my figure.’ 
“ Ob dear, no, sir,” smiled Mr. Nockemdon, 
as though my banker's book were lying be- 
fore him; “ you will find the price the only 
insignificant thing about it, It is, indeed, in 
five figures, but they are five excessively 
smal! ones ;” and he told me what they were 
“And does that include the fixtures,” in 


Oaly the queen, and one or two | 


Mr. Nockemdon | 


quired I, as calmly aa I could, for I was really 
astounded at the lowness of the price. 

“The whole of them,” returned the agent; 
“and whatever furniture you wish to retain 
may be**pught at a valuation, I may tell 
you, | »Wever, that the jess you have to do 
with « professional broker the cheaper you 
are likely to get it. The proprietor, Mr. 
Graves toforms me, has « great objection to 
business men of all kinds, I trust that you are 
not yourself a lawyer, sir—that is well—for 
I doubt whether the proprietor would ever 
part with Eyrie Towers te a person of that 
profession.” 

I turned a little pale at this, for I had set 
my beart on the Castle, and began to doubt 
whether the hereditary possessor would soil 
his fingers with the purchase money of one 
who had passed his life in Bulling or Dear- 
ing 

“I sympathise deeply,” sald I, “with the 
peculiar feelings of the nobleman or gentle- 
mau in question— please let him know thut— 
do, please. 1 shall be happy to run down to 
| the Castle, and talk the matter over with him 
as man with man,” 

“My dear sir,” exclaimed the house-agent, 
stalling compassionately, “it is quite impos 





leible that the proprietor of Kyrie Towers 
| could extertain in person any pecuniary pro 
position from a stranger, no matter how dis 


tinguisved his social position It could not 
be done. Mr. Graves has the fullest authority 
| to treat; be will show you over the property, 
aod ints every room of the mansion, which 
is at present levantiosd, except for a dumentic 
| or two, who keep the place in order, and ex 
}hibit it to strangers upon presentation of 
| their address cards, On Mondays and Fri 
| days, the apartments of the castle are at pre- 
| sent shows to visitors; but of course it will 
lie in your power to lake away that privileye, 
if you prefer seclusion,” 
| This statement, carelessly uttered as it was, 
perhaps, was really a most seductive one. I 
am not an ostentatious person, but stlll—I 
put it to soy gentleman of Throgmorton 
Street —was it not an elevating thought that 
people should come to look not only at one's 
drawbridge and ivied clock tower, but at 
one’s siltiing-rooms and sleeping apartments 


although, of course, in case of illness upon a 
Monday or Friday, this would be attended 
with some inconvenience. A request to take 
the photogrepls of Eyrie Towers home to 
my wife and tamily that day, was courteously 
acceded tu, and I returned with a portfolio of 
them to Wimbledon, already in imagination 
e feuda! chieftain 

One of the happiest evenings of my life 
Was spent on that vccasion. It was worth 
lalmost apy money—even in five figures— 
to see the faces of my wife and daughter 
kindle with glad wonder, as [ told them, 
afier all their admiration of these pictures, 
that they represented a reality which might 
be their own. Even Muggles, who was some- 
how made a confidant of this coming gran- 
deur, condescended to express his opinion 
that Eyrie Towers would “do.” It was just 
such an “environ” of high life as be had 





is 
t 
it 
cf 
i | 


é 
{ 
i 


j 


| 


I 


i 
é 
i 


> 


ga 
a 
f 
i 


} 


a 
4 

ie 
li 
iF 
He 


2 
' 
i 
E 


| 


¥ 


q 


8 
i 
a 


E 
i 


Hy 


H 
iF 
i 


i 


view the 
Eyrie Towers on the days it was not 
the public, were to be procured of Nathaniel 
Graves, Eeq., for balf « crown! 

I wonder what the exclusive 
thought of a proceeding of that nature, Of 
course, It was no business of mine at presemt; 
but I confess that, even to me, there was a 


: 
i 
F 


doubt, “ quite a show-place;” and if it hed 


I observed something of this kind at « 
print-shop, where I inquired my way to Mr. 
Graves's, and the young lady behind the 
counter, whom I addressed, replied laugh- 
ingly, and with a shake of her curls: “ Well, 
sir, we may not long—if all we hear be true— 
have the opportunity of visiting Eyre Towers 
at all.” 

Bho looked at me so roguishly, that I knew 
at once she suspected me of becoming its pur- 
chaser; and I set this down as being the re- 
sult of my landed air, “ That young woman 
shall come whenever she likes,” thought I, 
“ whether it's Monday or Friday, or any other 
day. I daresay she takes me for one of those 
haughty aristocrats who would keep the peo- 
ple out of everything; but I shall let her 
know Lam nothing of the kind.” I mad@e 
mental resvlution to send her a card, with 
* Admit the bearer” on it, signed Tompkine 
(without any Christian name, in the old feue 
dal fasbion;) and I took down the address 
over the shop-door (fl. Walker, Sharp Street) 
with that intention, and put it in my pocket- 
book. 

Mr. Nathaniel Graves lived only « few 
doors off in the same street (No. 1,) but his 
house lay back within a courtyard, and was 
evidently the habitation of a man of means, 
What calling he professed, I had not t: 
quired; but had I not been informed of the 
antipathy which the ancestral proprietor of 
Eyrie Towers entertained towards lawyers, I 
should have set down Mr. Nathaniel Graves 
for an attorney, pure and simple—if I may 
make use of 0 great a contradiction in terme, 
Ile waa the nearest approach to a terrier thas 
the Human is permitted to arrive at under 
the present physical laws; he smiled upon me 
exacly as that animal grins at “ varmint,” 
and his clothes were black and his completion 
tan. Ilis of seemed 
to be a series of snaps, from which, however, 
I had no difficulty in gathering that I had 
come down to Cinqueport upon an almost 
hopeless errand. There was « gentleman al- 
ready in the market who bad seen the place 
but yesterday, and whose final offer (which 
included all the furniture as it stood) he was 
expecting hourly. Svill there mighi be some 
hitch; and at all events, he, Mr. Graves, was 
instructed to sell the demesne to the first 
buna fide bidder. He was inundated by let 
ters about it by every post, althongh the ad- 
vertisement Wee only just inserted, and should 
be heartily glad to get the matter off his 
hands It was one that ought never to have 
been intrusted to him 

© Why wo?" asked L 

“ Because the price which my employer has 
chown to put upon the place is simply pre- 
pestcrous,” jerked out the little man; “ be 
cause it is like setting one to sell so many 
sovercigns for pennies within a stipulated 
time for a stupid bet. ‘Let me have dome 
with it at once, and pocket the money, al- 
though it be not half price,’ is what my em- 
ployer says. It is not business at all—he says 
he hates business—but sheer folly. Did you 
happen to hear from Mesara, Nockemdon 
what is the amougt at which my employer 
fixes the purchase-moaey of Eyrie Tower, 
with its pleasure-gardens and pasture-lands, 
with its avenues of stately trees, with its 


notion conversation 





right of free warren and valuable feudal pri- 
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ep to the photographs, I think the Castle is 





bite are not innumerable, and do not eel! for 
@eurpence apiece in Cinqveport without their 
ekins, ‘The cand is valucions in the extensive 
giese-manciactorion yonder, These long 
gremees are net of incalculable nse for haaket 
weaving. It i not even a pleasant gallop- 
with the Gnest air io England, 
whether from sea or land; sod Kyrie Towers 
ts not « picturesque object when bebe!d from 
this rising ground. Ob no, not at all.” 

He drew rein as he finished the sentence, 


| 


heather, and margioed with those forests of 
pine, blown back ward by thd aggregate force 
of @ thousand sea-wiods. Nor had the hand 
of man been backward in completing the 
ploture, for before us, half girdled by woods 
of livelier green, stood up a stone-gray castle, 
tvied yet not decrepit, but proudly bidding 
@efiance to the ocean that chafed and roared 
beneath ite feet. Instead of ewallows, the 
eee-quile circled around its towers, and toased 
ead tumbled like the foam iteclf In the un- 

bles. Immediately beneath us lay a 

gen, but on the horizon, even while 
we looked, apeck after speck arose and grew, 
as if by magic, until the sun shone on a gilt 
tering squadron. 

* How glorions!—bow magnificent !" cried 
I enthusiastically. “What can those ships 
be, Mr. Graves? They seem to be very large 
ones.” 

“It is only the Channel fleet,” replied the 
agent carelessly, “A person who lives ina 
place like Eyrie Towers cannot expect to ace 
each sights ae @ London gentieman. There 


fe nothing to excite yourself about, air, CHAPTER TIL 
Take care, or your horse will be in the 
‘a Among the minor domestic Joya, there are 
“Oh, there's a quarry, too, ie there? sald | few more pleasant than that of introducing 
1, for 1 felt quite ashamed of not seeing every. | those we love to scenes which have already 


thing cowlewr de rome by this me. “ You never 
mentioned that.” 

“Not b” returned the other with irritation, 
“8 was not worth mentioning. If 1 was to 
tell you all that my emplover is giving away 
for pext to nothing, 1 should never have 
finished the catalogue. Yet some people 
consider a quarry of Portland stone to be 
rather valuable. The whole subject is pain- 
fulto me. Come, let us see the castic, and 
have done with it.” 

With that, Mr. Nathaniel Graves ret epure 
to his black pony, aad put it to a speed of 
which 1 should not have conceived it cap- 
able. 

“You ride uncommonly fast, sir,” expostu 
lated 1, “considering how excessively near 
this roadway is to the cliff.” 

“Why, yea,” returned the agent, hastily, 
“it @ rather near; the fact is, the soll grows 
more productive inland, and therefore, from 
motives of economy, | suppose, Sir Ravagan 
Fianagan hes mate the road, as it were, to 
skirt the Eyre property. It certainly did 
mot wee to run #0 pear the sea an it does 


“Bir Ranagan Flanagan!" exclaimed 1; 
“why, 1 understood be was only & tenant! 
Mr, Nockemdon told me 

“Mr. Nockemdun hoows nothing about it,” 
interrupted the agdot. “Sir Kanagan is the 
proprievor, although he bought the domain — 
fora much larger sum than he now offers it 
for—only a few years back. He is au Irish- 
man, or alee | should say he was a madman, 
to wish to part with « place like thin” 

Certainly, with every stride of our horses 
the castle seemed to grow more imposing, as 
well as more habitable. 1 was evidently not 
only feudal, but convenicat—which is quite 
another thing. 

At this moment, « dreadful suspicion 
rock me, which set my heart beating, and 
sunk my spirits to gero. 

* What is the matter?" inquired the agent, 
almost as agitated os myself, and unquestiva- 
ably tiraing « little paie. 

“ Mothing,” said 1—* nothing.” Then, as 
carelessly as 1 could: “Are there any old 
servants, fetainers of the ancient family, still 
remaining at Eyre Towers” 

“ Yea,” replied Mr. Graves; “there are both 
the housekeeper and the gardener. It is the 
latter who will open for u the lodge gates.” 

This was o venerable man with si ver bair, 
aed an expression in bls Gountevanee not 


“He can sever get over the departure of 
his old masters,” explained Mr. Graves jn a 
low tone ; * but be has a great sense of ditty, 
Sir Rane 


mo4em, and how do you do? ob 

; } “mektber you sor Thomas 
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aon in whom I could trust; and within a 


lodged at my banker's, and I found myself 
the proprietor of the Cheap Castle, 


afforded delight to our own eyea How much 
more gratilying ie Unie If we can add: 
all of this is mine and thine!" 
torial pride was excusable in a dabbler in 
scrip and share, 
Loulsa Adelaide, having 
railway carriage at Cinquepert for a barouche, 
stood upon the seats thereof aad clapped 
their hands as they first caught sight of the 
flag that floated over Eyrie Toweray’ Shere 
was no peculiar appropriateness in the Okgper 
iteelf, which was one discovered in the muni 
ment-room, and may have been the Oriflamme 
of France, for all 1 know; but it certainly 
set off my marine residence to great adyan- 


tayre 


for many, many years,” cried 1, with enthu- 
siasmn. 


sitting by me on the box-seat, “you can 
scarcely expect that, surely.” 


of the most insolent and uncalled-for inter 
ruptions I had ever heard in my life, but 1 
took no notice of it, for fear of calling my 


Towers is insured " asked I 
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* Well, dr, you know we must all go in « 
very little time, for—" She blushed and 
stammered, but did sot finish her sentence. 

“ Never mind thet, Mra Mortmain,” 
replied the agent hastily ; “let us enjoy our 
selves While we can. She be « vietim to fell 
gions despoetendy,” added be ins whisper. 

Baus I was not © be hoodwinked so. As I 
welted through the sombre, onk-panelied 
corridor, ead visited library and drewing- 
room, hall and bower, there was one question 
always trembling on my lip, and only walt 
ing the absence of Mr. Nethaniel Graves to 
be expressed tn words That astute gentic 
man, however, never left us alone for an in- 
stant, and I had to trust to the woman’, evi- 
dent natural humesty, a4 last, o answer me 
with the house-egent by her side. 

“ Now, look bere,” said 1, as we siood in 
the anciest armory among the veritable gar- 
ments of those who had perished in tourney 
and fight, and underneath the torn and blood 
stained banners which had been borne before 
them perhaps to their last fields, “ please to 
anewer what I shal! ask you, Mra. Mortmain, 
with all truth, This Castle is cheap, and yet 
ft seeme very valuable; thie Castle is com- 
fortable, yet its last tenant tired of it In lees 
than two yeare— Never you mind Mr 
Graves, but look at me Here, among there 
mouldering relice of the pest, and within 
hearing, It may be, of the spirits of the by 
gone owners of this stately place, I charge 
you to answer this—/s Kyrie Towers haunted?” 
“Lor bless you, no, sir,” ejaculated the 
housekeeper, with « simple heartiness of ne- 
gation, about the genuinences of which there 
could be no doubt. ‘ 

“ Really, you do astonish me, Mr, Tomp- 
kins,” observed the agent: “I should have 
taken you for a person wholly beyond the 
reach of avy such ridiculous superstition,” 
There was an air of relief about him when 
I had once yiven utterance to this apprehen- 
gion, which I still thought a little suspicious, 
but beyond that I saw nothing—end I saw 
everything with the exception of the beach, 
to which Mr. Graves humorously observed it 
was unnecessary to descend, unless after s 
siorm, to secure my floteam and jetsam—to 
make me pause in the resolution I had form- 
ed to anticipate the offer of the gentleman 
who was already in the market, and to give 
Sir Ranayan Flanagan his price, 

In twenty four hours, the land about the 
place had been surveyed and valued by a per- 


week, the Utle-deeds of Eyrle Towers were 


Why it was cheap, remains t be told. 


em 


‘And 
If ever terri- 


it was when my wife and 
exchanged their 


“May it fly above your heads, my dears, 


“Lor, sir,” observed the driver, who wae 


1 thought bis remark, at the time, to be one 


wife's attention to the man's impertinenec , 


he waa evidently referring to her period of 
ife, as not affording much probability of her 
residing “many, mary years” anywhere; but 
atill I felt a little discomfort, when IT coupled 
his rudences with the housekeepers remark, 
upon my previous visit: “We must all go in 
a very litte time.” Was It possible that there 
was any legend or weird prophecy extant 
concerning the duration of existence of the 


proprietors of Eyrie Towers? If so, we must 
bear it, as one of the “environs,” as Magciee 
termed it, of our ancestral position ; and as 
for ite fulfillment, 1 was prepared rather to 
pul my trust in averaged and the ordinary 
calculations of the insurance offices Ry-the 
by, thought I, I wonder whether Sir Ranagan 
Flanagso insured the place. This driver, 
who seems so disagrecably communicative, 
may be able to tel! me. 

“Do you happen to know whether Eyrie 


“Insured? Why, what agen, sir?” 

“ Why, against Gre, for ins*ance.” 

“Ob yea, sir, it's insured agen fire 1 re- 
member escein' a litte tin-piate @uth a Sun 
upon ft stuck upon the side of the entrance 
tower, and they told me as bow that was a 
sign it couldn't be burned. It's insured safe 
enough agen fre.” 

Why did he lay such an unnecessary em- 
phasis upon the word fire? What other risk 
could there possibly be except that? Were 
the hailetopes particularly large tu vbis part 
of the country’? If 90, tuat danger could be 
easly guarded ageinat at a very small rate 


Loules Adelaide was half wi4 with de 
light at all she saw, and explored every cor- 
ner of the mansion like « sunbeam. She 
chuse for her boudoir a chamber is the most 
seaward tower, end filled # with her knuick- 
knacks, 60 as to make it and 
coay at once, after a manner quite to 
herseif Only over the mantle pieces she hung 
« portrait, which 1 would rather not have 
seen there, of a young man with « pair of 
compasses in ope hand, and the map of the 
Universe (jodging by its size) in the other, 
which, it le needless to say, represented Theo- 
dolite Chane employed in the practice of bis 
profession. 

“I de hope, my love,” said I, “that that 
person will not intrude upon us at Eyrie 
Towers.” 

“ Intrude upon ust No, dear papa, cer- 
tainly not; but mamma has given him leave 
te come down on any Saturday to stay till 
Monday, which is all the holiday he can 
get, poor fellow, for he is getting so much 
to do.” 

“Lam giad of it,” said I, sardonically; “I 
wish he'd got « little more”—meaning too 
much to admit of any holiday. “ But re- 
member, Louisia Adelaide, as sure as the 
earth beneath our feet, when that Theodo- 
sius Chane putes his foot within this castle, 
ri—”" 

At this moment, a noise as of thunder re- 
verberated within the room, and finished my 
sentence for me with a vengeance. 


seized the opportunity to observe, in appal)- 
tomes, that it was evident that what I 


muring something about the moving of heavy 
luggage over our heads, in order to account 
for the noise, whereas it had really come from 
beneath us, where, so far as I knew, there 
were no apartments whatever, My wife, who 
was busy in the housekeeper’s room, asked 
me whether I had heard that clap of distant 
thunder, and I said I had. Whereupon Mra. 
Mortmain, whom I was watching narrowly, 
stole a look at me, which convinced me she 
knew more thap she chose to tell. It was 
just possible that she and the gardener might 
have a plan together to get us out of Fyrie t 
Towers, in order that they might inhabit it 
themeelvea, and exact their perquisites from 
sigh t-seors and picnic parties without a resi- 
dent master; but if so, they litle knew Tho- 
mas Tompkins. I was not the man to be 
frightened out of a Cheap Castle by stage 
thunder, 

Days and weeks went on, and nothing fur- 
ther took place to disturb us. I had ex- 
plored every part of my property again and 
again, except the sea-beach, over which ex- 
tended my rights to Flotsam and Jetsam— 
but the approach to which was ty some very 
stoep stone ateps not attractive to a person of 
my physical formation—and whatever I had 
seen hal satisfied me, The place was as 
cheap as Mr. Nathanicl Gravea had asserted 
it to be, and I was sorry not to see him that I 
might tell him as much aud apologize for the 
incredulity | bad previously shown upon that 
subject. But I could never find Mr, Graves 
at home, though I drove over more than once 
to Cinqueport, mainly fot the purpose of call- 
ing upon him. 1 was glad of an object, how. 
ever insignificant, fora drive ora walk, Eyrie 
Towers was a charming residence, but it was 
certainly a little dull, The country families 
did aot ca'l upon us This rather distressed 
Mra. Tompkins; but Louisa Adelaide bore 
up againat it wonderfully. I more than eus- 
pected that this philosophy arose from her 
devotion to her lover—as she could hardly 
with consistency have sighed for good society 
with her heart fixed on a civil engineer—but 
I was glad to see her so contented, at all 
eventa. For my own part, I confess I was 
rather burt at our social isolation, 


I 


t 


Upon a certain Saturday, as T was riding 

over the sand-hilla, | met my next neighbor, 

the Honoratle Tom Noodell, als» on horse- 

back, and he could scarcely help exchang- 

ing « fow words with me. I was stiff enough, 

and of course he knew the reason of it. I 

made him indeed so uncomfortable that he 

began to apologize fr himself and his 

friends 

“You see,” anid he, “considering the cir- 

cumstances, we scarcely thought it worth our 
while to call.” 

“The devee you didn't!” said 1; “I am 

obliged to you for your candor, I'm sure,” 
“IT mean no offence,” added he; “ but since 
you were ooly to be among us for such a very 
short time—” 

“Aud how do you know that, pray, Mr. 

Noodeli  interrapted L “You and your 
friends seem to take a great deal for granted. 

Tam pot aware that I am likely to remain a 
leas time at Eyrie Towers than you are at 

Cinqueport Lodge.” 

The Honerable Tom Noodell regarded me 
with & momentary expression of pily, pre- 
cisely similar to that which bad already ap- 
peared on the faces of so many of hambler 
rauk, and stammering out that he had been 


4 





petcest. Why, also, did I catch this man 
surreptitiously gezing ai me, with thal un 


misinformed, and that Mra. Noodell would 
take the earliest opportunity of repairing her 


served I. 


an intense melancholy, “ it is indeed. I can 
remember when there was ten or a dozen 
beds here, and an arbor, bless yer, in the 
late Lord Chiselden's time, 

grand old gentleman, he was!” 


This gardener, and his father and grandfather 
before him, had all in turn been in the em- 
ployment of the Chiselden family; and row, 
because the master was gone, the man was 
losing his senses, 


or a dozen beds?" loguired L. 


pointing straight out to sea. 
see them ‘ere breakers used to be the rose- 


garden.” 


poor old man; “and where was the arbor?” 


dred and twenty foot away, I should say.— 
The young ladies was a-taking tea in it when 
it caved in.” 
pocket a bandketchief of the description 
known as “the biue bird’s eye,” and wiped 
his @¥ea one by one. 


it’s the last.” 
silence. 


are,” thought L 
s yet so gentle, that he turned the worms away 
with the flat of his spade, and forebore to 
cut them through. 


and I found myself face to face with young 
Chane, He had not the same thoughtful ex- 
pression as he usually wore, but one that was 
grave, and even sorrowful, after another man- 
ner, Why, confound him, he was looking at 
me just as that driver, and the mad garden- 
ener, and the housekeeper, and the Honora- 
ble Tom Noodell had looked, as much as to 
say—“ Poor old gentleman, I pity you; you 
have been and put your foot in it, heel and 
all.” 


sharply. 


have heard the subterranean noise that has 
disturbed your family, and I knew what evil 
it bodes to Eyrie Towers.” 


upon « rock indeed, bat that rock is sand- 
stone 
Adelaide has chosen for her boudoir, will be 
im the sea in six months, Your land decreases 
with every tide. If you will but descend 
yonder steps you may see for yourself how 
the waves have homeycombed the ciiff, and 
threaten to engulf it utterly.” 


mistaksble look of pity I bad already ob | Cmlssion by calling upon Mra Tompkina, he 
served upos the faors of the two retainers? | le away at a canter, although not so fast 
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came to herself, “ for the purpose of cleaning 
it, and I had it close to my face,” (bere she 
blushed, poor thing) “ when a shock similar 
to the one you remember, papa, almost 
brought me to the ground, after which there 
was a peal of thunder, much worse than 
what we heard on that occasion.” 

“Is it not therefore plain, my dear,” said I, 
amiling, “that Nature herself is inimical—” 

“Oh pray, pray, papa, do not joke about 
it. I shall never sit in that room again with 


any comfort. I shall never be happy in 


Eyrie Towers any more.” And Louisa Ade- 


laide wrung her bands in a manner most 
distressing for a parent to behold. 


At this moment there was the sound of 


wheels upon the drawbridge, and the gate- 
way bell gave a tremendous peal. The wo- 
men put their fingers into their ears at this 
quite unaccustomed portent, and screamed 
afresh. It was like some horrid scene out of 
the Castle of Otranto realized. But instead 
of a nodding plume and a helmet coming 
through the hall, it was Theodosius Chane 
im a one-horse fly, come to stay from the Sa. 
turday to the Monday. Louisa Adelaide and 
the rest of them revived 
this, but, for my pert, I was more disturbed 
by his appearance than by all that 
curred before, If an Englishman's 
his castle, not to be invaded by people 
doesn’t want, how much more should his 
castle be his castle! I went out rather has- 
tily, and I believe slamming the door after 
me, and took a rapid turn or two upon the 
terrace, to dissipate what in a less good-na- 
tured man might be called ill-humor; pre- 
sently I began to walk slower, and at last I 
took out my cigar-case. All my readers who 
are smokers will know that that was a good 
sign. A man in a passion can no more smoke 
a cigar than he can compose a sonnet, After 
a whiff or two I began to take some note of 
external objects; and, among others, of the 


gardener who was trimming a little flower- 
bed that intervened between the terrace and 


had oo- 
house is 
he 


he sea, 
“ It is a pity that we have not a little more 
pace for flower-beds in that direction,” ob- 


“ Ab, yes, sir,” returned the old man, with 


Ah, he was a 


What an extraordinary instance, thought 
, of the evil effects of hereditary servitude, 


“ Where did you say there used to be ten 
“ There, sir,” groaned the ancient retainer, 
“Where you 
“Dear me,” said I, willing to humor the 


“The arbor was yonder, sir—near a hun- 
The old man took from his 


“] takes an interest in 
nis ‘ere litle plot, sir,” added he, “ because 
Then be went on digging in 


“What an exeeedingly odd old man you 


Hie was obviously mad, but 


“What an exceedingly 
xdd old man [” 
Just then a hand was laid on my shoulder, 


“What is the matter, Mr. Chane ?” said I, 
“ Have you seen a ghost ?” 
“No, sir,” returned he gravely; “but I 


“ Well, what!” said I with a short laugh. 
“ Ruin! replied he. “ Your castle is built 


The eastern tower, which Louisa 


Im a shorter time than the best judges 

























































@towe under the Porteuliia, and over the | I dil not know. 


And Why ot other times did he snigger to | but that I heard him sniggericg as he went, 
bimeself, bike & river laughing in his sleeve? | ke & country gentleman laughing in his 
Was he in portersion of the secret of why the | sleeve. It was evident to my miad that the 
castle Was 60 EROmamosly cheap! 1 protess | H norable Thomas Noodell, although he was 
I was gled to sce the feilow's back, cs he | ™y intellectual inferior, knew something that 


would have deemed-possible, I descended 
hand over hand to the sea-shore. M. Leotard 
indeed might have done it quicker, but few 
other professiona) zymnasta, and ao amateur. 
When s man has sunk five Ggures (even if 
they be but small ones) in the purchase of a 
property which somebody has told him is 


and slong the erence, and lef! Tals kuowledge was not, however, des 
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valueless, he makes haste to see. It would 








have been a good deal better for me if I Mad 
taken those steps before. 

No wonder the castle was cheap. It was 
mot worth cightcen months’ purchase, The 
e@a would bave the whole of i in a comple 
of years. What « light was shed at once 
upon al] the sayings which, until now, has 
#0 puzzied me! 

Well might Miss Walker, of Sharp street, 
Cinqueport, have observed—“ Weil, sir, we 
may not long have the opportunity of visit- 
ing Eyrie Towers at all” I felt a little miti- 
gation of my misfortune in that 1 had never 
sent her a ticket of admittance. 

Well might the driver bave remarked that 
I could “scarcely expect” that the castle flag 
would fy over Mra. Tompkins's head “ for 


the house was haunted had arisen from the 
fear of quite another question. No wonder 
the road ran so close to thé cliff top; once 
only he had spoken truth when he said that 
it did not use to do so. There would be no 
road at all next year. 

Well might the Hon. Tom Noodell and his 
friends think it “not worth while” to call 
upon us, since we were “ only to be amongst 
them for such a very short time.” He had 
concluded that I was aware of my danger, 
and had bought the Cheap Castle with my 
eyes open, When he found out that I was a 
dupe he sniggered; and who could have 
helped it? 

Well might the old retainers cast upon me 
looks of pity at seeing me in the meshes of 
the man of law. Eyrie Towers had been 
bought and sold (and always marvellously 
cheap) ten times within the last twenty years. 
It was getting cheaper and cheaper every 
year. Everybody about Cinqueport knew 
the secret, and Mr. Nathanie! Graves had re- 
ceived his agent's percentage ten times over. 
When the place was first disposed of by its 
noble the occasion of the 
arbor caving in while the Hon. Misses Chis- 
elden were taking tea in it—there had been 
& great space, when looked at from above, 
between the Cheap Castle and the sea The 
subterranean thunder caused by the falling of 
the sand-cliff sounded, as yet, distant. The 
rose-garden was,I dare say, just where the 
old gardener had indicated it; I bad thought 
him mad for doing so five minutes ago—but 
now who was the madman ’ 

“If I was a rogue like the rest of them,” 
muttered I aloud, “I should ride over to that 
scoundrel Graves, and tell him to advertise 
in the 7imes as usual. I dare say he would 
find another fool to take the place. How did 
you find out all about it, Theodolite ?” 

I called Chane by the old name, because I 
began to feel towards him after the old fa- 
sbion. Ho was really a good fellow, although 
not a good match for my daughter; and even 
in the latter respect there was less disparity 
between our respective social conditions since 
Eyrie Towers was doomed; I was a poorer 
man by ten thousand pounds at least. 

“ Well, sir,” returned the civil engineer, “I 
knew no more about the matter than your- 
self half an hour ago; but feeling the bou- 
doir shake, and bearing a rumble with which 
my professional ear is well acquainted, I sus- 
pected what was wrong, and came down 
here at once, where I found my worst appre- 
hensions verified.” 

“ Well, it’s a great loss, Theodolite,” said I 
philosophically; “and I confess I shall be 
grieved to quit old Eyrie Towers.” 

“Then, if I were you, I would just stop 
where I was,” returned Theodolite gravely. 

“ What! and ‘cave in,’ like the Honorable 
Misses Chiselden in the arbor? No; not I.” 

“My dear Mr, Tompkins,” exclaimed the 
young man earnestly, “listen tome. A set 
of short-sighted as well as dishonorable men 
have been selling this place, as quick as they 
could sell, for I don’t know how lopg, and 
each at a considerable pecuniary loss, If 
they had expended half the money in an 
honest and sagacious way, they might have 
lived bere as long as they pleased. I know 
you will never act as they did as to the dis- 
honesty ; but as to the sagacity, will you be 
wise, and stay where you are? For five 
thousand pounds I will answer for building 
you such a breakwater as shall keep Eyrie 
Towers for your great-great. crandchildren ; 
and if there be Portland stone within a rea- 
sonable distance—”" 

“ There és,” cried I, interrupting the young 
man hilariously; “ there's a blessed quarry of 
Portland stone on my own land. Look here, 
Theodolite: if you will stop these noises, 
prop up the eastern tower, build the break- 
water for five thousand pounds, and save me 
my Cheap Castle, I tell you what I'll give 
you—I'll give you Louisa Adelaide.” 

“ Then, that's a bargain,” quoth Mr. Theo- 
dosius Chane, C. E.; and we abook hands. 

My wife and daughter never knew any- 
thing about the matter until there was no- 
thing to know; they never suspected their 
danger till it was past: we told them that we 
were building a pier. When it was tinished, 
and Eyrie Towers made secure, we had a 
wedding there, at which the Honorable Tom 
Noodell and half the country were present. 
As soon as they found out that our stay was 
not to be for a limited period, they had 
thought it worth while to call. The rescue 
of so well known a pile as Eyrie Towers 
from the devouring ocean, has enhanced my 
son-in-law's reputation, and helped to render 
him by no means #0 bad a match after all. | 

Mr. Nathaniel Graves alone speaks ill of 
the achievement, which he complains has 
deprived him of an annuity; aod whenever 
I meet him he reminds me with snappish 
Cissatisfaction of bow he always told me I 
had bought the property for an old song.— 
Albeit, it ie no thanks to him that Eyrie 
Towers is really a Cheap Castile after ail. 


Ga The happiest man is the benevolent 
one, for he owns stock in the happiness of all 
mankind. 

G@ He who reels and staggers most in the 
— of life, takes the straightest cut to 
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Resectep Oommrcercatiows— We canact 
undertake to retura rejected eommunics. 
tions, 


JOB PRINTING OFFICE, 
THE SATURDAY EVENING Post 





Books of Evidence, &c., in a workmanlike man- 
ner, and on reasonable terms, 

Apply at the Job Office, Number 106 Hudson's 
Alley, below Chestnut Street. (Hudson's Alley 
runs southwardly trom Chestnut, between Thiré 
and Fourth Streets. ) 


THE RECENT REPULSE. 

There is no stronger proof of the posses 
sion of high and nobje qualities by a nation, 
than a calm and Jrm bearing under the pres. 
sure of disaster and defeat. That the recent 
attack on the rebel position at Fredericks! 
burg, was a very severe repulse, every ong 
must admit; but, while admitting this, there 
is no reason for the indulgence of weak and 
compleinta, nor are such complaints. 
in accordance with the character of the great, 
majority of the American people. 

On three occasions, Gen. Burnside has at-— 
tempted the bold game of-carrying hostile im. . 
trenchments by a charge, and on two of these 
occasions—at Roanoke Island, and at New- 
bern—the result was all he could have hoped, 
On the third and last trial—that at Fire 
dericksburg—he has disastrously faiied. If 
he had succeeded in this last case also, now 
thing would have been said of the folly of the 
attempt—for the result to the enemy would 
probably have been overwhelming. Now, 
while we admit that a commander who can- 
not succeed in his undertakings, after a fair 
trial, is not the right man in ibe right place, 
we should not expect constant and unvary- 
ing success on the part of any general. 

The readers of history know that the great 
Napoleon—master of strategy as he was—was 
prodigal of the lives of his soldiers om just 
such occasions, The storming of well-de 
fended lines and intrenchments, was a feat 
frequently attemp‘ed by him—usually with 
heavy loses, generally with success, but also 
frequently with failure. A contemporary 
says, and though we-have not verified the a» 
sertion by a reference to the books, we sup 
pose it to be correct, that the entire move 
ment of Burnside at Fredericksburg, was 
very similar to Napoleon's first crossing of 
the Danube. Napoleon's movement brought 
on (Re battle of Gross-Aspern, in which he. 
was so hardly used that he was obliged to 
recross, as Burnside has done, to the Island 
of Lgbau. There, taking six weeks to give: 
his troops rest, improve his bridges, and ob 
tain reinforcements, he made ready for a new 
crossing, and the magnificent and decisive 
battle of Wagram, was the result. 

In the present case there is nothing to 
cause serious despondency. We have lost in 
killed, wounded and missing, probably 10,000 
men—and a sad Joss it is, indeed ; one to weep 
bitter tears over. The rebels hay lost pro- 
bably 5,000—as one of the Richmond papers 
admits a loss of 3,500. At this day, however, 
on the Rappahannock, since Sigel has come 
up, we probably outnumber the enemy not 
less than 50,000 men. And the path that 
cannot be blazed out in one direction, can in 
another—as Napoleon proved at Wagram. 
And one thing the present repulse almost 
conclusively shows, that give the army of the 
Potomac a fair field, and with the blessing of 
God, they will. make short work of Gen 
Lee’s whole array of rebels. 

As for General Burnside’s military ability, 
we, for one, have a higher opinion of it than 
we had before the recent movements. While 
we have admired the man—his undoubted 
bravery, his patriotic earnestness, and deep 
devotion to the Union—we have never fl 
that confidgnce in his genera!ship which we 
should like to feel in one occupying so high 
and important a position. 

But the crossing and the recrossing of the 
Rappahannock, in the face of so powerful & 
foe, and with scarcely the least lose, would 
seem to prove that we have either overrated 
Lee, or underrated Burnside. For, although 
it may be argued with great plausibility that 
it was not Lee's object to prevent a 
it cannot be argued that he would willingly 
have allowed an unimpeded recrossing.— 
When the news came that Barnside hed 
crossed with so little joss, certain persons 
said, “ Lee allows Burnside to walk into the 
trap.” We replied :—“ Lions sometimes break 
through traps” But Burnside, afier his Te 
pulse, coolly walked out of the trap in the 
night time, in the front of foe flushed with 
his transient victory. Therefore as we 
hardly doubt Lee's gencralship—after the 
proofs he has afforded of it—we must infer 
that Burnside probably possesses no 

of the same kind of ability. 

And if Burnside has generalsnip, 207 is 
the time to prove it. Tuere lies Ric 
on the north bank of the James. SixlT 
miles off lies the Army of the Potomec. Be- 
tween lies the rebel army, strong, but inferior 
in numbers, The probiem ia, nos to evade, 





- 





but to meet that rebel army, on somethir § 
like a fair field, and either to crash i ** o 
drive it into the intrenchments of tb eC 
capital, where it m»y be worth while © 
waste some !ittle time in regular 

Burnside cannot afford regularity to approech 
every hill that can be fiuriitied betwees o 
Rappahannock and tre James If the rede 
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date of Memphis, Oct. 25.1859, writes a letter 
addressed jointly to*“ His Excellency James 
Buchanan and Hon. J. Thompson,” in which 
he says :— 

The numerica) strength of the civil migra- 
ting party to Cuba is, y, reports, now over 
twenty-five thousand. Of this number at 
least seven or eight thousand are ready to 
move fur Cuba; and as your Excellency has 
told me you had every confidence in me; and 
- Hon. Mr. Thompson, have assured me 

t the Federal officers at New Orleans and 
Mobile would be instructed to “let me and 
my emigrating friends pass,” I now very re- 
spectfully request that you place in the hands 
of our mutual friends, Mr. C. Gallaway and 
©. M. Campbel), editors of the Memphis 
Avalanche, your most faithful supporters, the 
necessary pas*ports fur my benefit, and the 
sum of ven thousand doliars secret service 
funds for the use and benefit of those editors 
as above, in supporting your cause in acqui- 
ring Cuba by civil emigration, and with the 
use of that amount they will be enabled to 
earnestly and effectually co-operate with you 
for the accomplishment of that grand object. 
The political position of the Avalanche, as a 
true Democratic Administration paper, en- 
ables that psper to wield the necessary in- 
fluence in successfully accomplishing the ac- 
quisition of Cuba before the termination of 

¢ present Admivistration, and the political 
aspect now loudly calls for it, 

Whether the money (United States money, 
be it remembered,) was forwarded or not, 
is not stated—or the proof may perhaps be 
for the present withheld by the Administra- 
tion. 

There are other letters, one of which (dated 
Jan. 19th, 1861,) is an application to Mr. 
Thompson for money to get up “anti-coer 
cion” handbills and meetings in the city of 
New York. This last is signed by a Mr. T. 
W. MacMahon, who is said to have been con- 
fidential secretary of Fernando Wood when 
that gentleman was mayor. MacMahon 
writes: 

You will see by the reports in the Herald 
that every few days, our metropolis is flooded 
with Anti Republican handbilla, They are 

the source of the greatest anxiety and con- 
sternation to our evemies and a profound 
my to the general publc. Groups of 
people gatber around perusiog tnem wherever 
they are found. S me attempt to tear them 
down, when a couflict generally ensues. The 
Republicans already imagine that they are 

ping upon a volcano. And all this is the 
work of two or three men, at their own ex- 
pense, and without meaas to afford its con- 
tinuance. As for the mercantile classes, we 
could not get asingie shilling out of them 
Hence, I resolved to address myself to you. 

Altogether, the Toompson correspondence 
is very interesting aud suggestive reading. 





CHANGES IN THe Cantyet.—It is reported 
that in consequence of the Republican Sena 
tors, in cances, having adopted a resolution 
recommending to the President a change in 
the Cabinet, that Mr. Seward, Secretary of 
State, and his son, the Assstant Secretary, 
have banded in their resignations. It fs also 
reported that Secretsry Biair will follow suit, 
and even that Genera! Halleck will be re- 
moved. Secretary Stanton, it is said, still re- 
tains the confidence of the President. 

What reliance is to be placed in these re- 
Pris a few days probatly will determine 

Bor ae Mr. Bewa d 1s concerned, it is gene- 
ral, own that that gentleman, for a year 
pass, Ay not enjoyed the confidence of a large 
and otial portion of the Republican 
party—"\ consider him to be wanting in 
that €P°TED 4 reolu cores which such mo- 
mentous the present require, 

PusLic 


Preliminsry Hep 
containing 8 gre* ¢ 


Ts — Our thanks are due 
el ey for a copy of the 
tae Census of 1860, 
valasbie infurma 





INJUNCTION APPLIED FOR. 


the city, as we do to its going through any of 
our main thoroughfares. 





FUNNY. 
The Philadelphia Kvening Bulletin of the 


So New York and 


rejoice over the pene, and who in- 
vite eae acquaintances to rej with them. 
Really, we cannot characterize the above 
as anything else than supremely ridiculous. 
Here is a Federal Government with say 800,- 
000 men in arms to do its bidding. All ithas 
to do is to be certain of the fidelity of its lead- 
ing officers—especially the commanding ge- 
nerale—and it can laugh at all conspiracies, 
or unorgsnized. 
And, even if generals would play traitor, 
the rank and file would not, The great 
masses of our soldiery, as of our people, be- 
lieve in Republicanism and in Law, and 
would not beeome the tools of any military 
dictator. Why, chaos would come at tie 
North if such a thing were attempted, and 
partially successful. The present condition 
of the South would be a paradise to it. But 
the whole thing is nonsensical. 


CAPTURE OF KINGSTON. 
Notwithstanding the recent dispatch from 
the rebel General Evans, it appears that 
General Foster has taken Kingston, N. C., 
capturing also 500 prisoners and 11 pieces of 
artillery. 

Kingston is only 28 miles from Goldsboro, 
which is situated on the railroad leading from 
Richmond to Wilmington, Charleston, &c. 





Our Losses.—It is now stated that our 
losses at Fredericksburg were 1,400 killed, 
8,000 wounded, and 800 taken prisoners— 
10,200 in all. Bad enough, but a good deal 
better than the 16,000 reported by certain 
newspaper correspondents. 

On the rebei side, Gen. Lee says that their 
losses were about 1,800. But as one of the 
Richmond p+pers already has chronicled the 
arrival of 2,050 of the wounded in that city, 
and we have some seven or eight hundred 
rebel prisoners, it is probable the rebel loss 
was at least not below 4,000. If they had 
remained ali the time in their intrenchments 
they probably would bave fared still better. 





NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


Tae Poems or Apeiarpe A. Proctor. Ticknor 
«& Fields, Koston. For sale by T. B. Peterson 
& Bros,, Philadeiphia. 


The blue and gold of Ticknor & Fields’ 
dainty series suit especially well with these 
graceful poems; ballads of quiet pathos and 
sweetness; with more passionate lyrics, throb- 
bing with a sorrow which declares itself more 
and more distinctly in every line. These poems 
bear a filial and feminised l:keness to those 
of “Barry Cornwall,” enough to remind us 
continually of the relationship of their authors, 
Of the ballads, the story of “ True Honors” 
is to our taste the sweetest; the’ “ Cradle- 
Song of the Poor” the most pathetic. We 
extract a poem shorter than these as particu 
larly characteristic, in its grace and sugges- 
tiveness, of Miss Pr ctor’s style: 


HOME-SICKNESS. 


“ Where I am, the halle are gilded, 
Stored with pictures brigut and rare; 
Strains of deep melodious uusic 
joat upon the p riumed air :— 
Nothiog «tire the dreary silence 
Save the melancholy sra, 
Near the poorand humble cottage 
Where | fain would be! 


“ Where I am, the sun is shining, 

And the purple wiud we glow, 

Ti their rich armorial shade ws 
Stain the warble four below :— 

Faded autumn lexves are trembling 
Ou the withered jasmine-tree 

Creeping rouod the little casement, 
Where | fain would be! 


“ Where I am, the day« are paseing 
O'er a pathway strewn with Bowers, 
Bong and juy aud starry pleasures 
Crown the bappy emiling hours :-— 
Blowly, heavily. aud sadly, 
Time wiih weary *ings must flee, 
Marked by palo, aod toil, aud sorrow, 
Where | tain would be! 


“ Where I am, are glorious dreamings, 

Science, gevius, art divire ; 

Add the great mines whow ail honor 
Jeter hawge their tuough's with mine :— 

A few simple hearts are waiting, 
Lepging, Wearylog tor ae, 

For away, where tenes are falling, 
Where I fain would be! 


“ Where I am, all think me happy, 
For so weil I pray my part, 
Nowe cau guce-, who suiic around me, 
Hew fer ui-taut is my beart,— 
Far away, iv & poor culage, 
Listeniug tu tbe dreary sca, 


should 
Where this cannot be 


PROSPECTUS FOR 1863. 
THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


Aathor of “Tum Ean.'s Huns,” “Bast Lrexn,” “Tur Cnannios,” dc. 


MARION HARLAND, 
Author of “Atonrs,” “Toe Hmpen Pars,” “Mra,” 2c 


VIRGINIA F. TOWNSBEND, 
Whose Domestic Sketches are so greatly admired. 


WHO WANTS A SEWING MACHINE? To any one sending thirty subscriptions 
and $60, we will give one of Wheeler & Wilsop's celebrated Sewing Machines, such as they sel) for 
$45. The machine will be selected new at the manufactory in New York, boxed, and forwarded 
free of cost, with the exception of freight. 


In procuring the subscribers for this Seatawase course 
be procured Independently of each other, at regular 
balance of the 66° forwarded to us in cash by the person 


Every person colleeting names for the wing 
the money as fast as obtained, so that the subscribers may 





The Publishers of THE POST take pleasure in announcing that their literary arrangements for 
the coming year are of « character to warrant them in promising a feast of good things to thelr 
thousands of readers. Among the contributors to THE POST we may now mention the following 
distinguished authors :— 


MRS. ELLEN WOOD, 


EDMUND KIRKE, 
Author of “Auono tue Poves.” 


AND 








During the coming year THE POST will endeavor to maintain its high reputation for 
CHOICE STORIES, SKETCHES and PORTRY. Special Departments shall also be devoted as 
heretofore to AGRICULTURE, WIT AND HUMOR, RECEIPTS, NEWS, MARKETS, &c. 

TERMS: CASH IN ADVANOR. 
1 copy, one year, - . - . - . . $2.00 
Scoble’ ono tant and one to the getter-up of the club,) , 139 
90 copies, one year, and one to the getter-up of the clab, . 28.00 





A SPLENDID PREMIUM. 


prefer that the 30 subscribers 
terms of $2,00 for each subscriber, 
the subscribers may be procured at any of our club rates, and the 
the machine, 
Machine Premium, should send the names with 
n at once to receive their papers, 


aod not me dissatisfied with the delay. 


Address 


containing the advertisement or notice. 


When the who 
amount of money (800), is received, the machine will be duly forwarded. 


tay Sample copies of THE POST sent gratis when requested. 


number of names (30), ole 


DEACON & PETERSON, 


NO. 319 WALNUT STREET, PHILADELPHIA, 


P. &,—Editors who give the above one insertion, or condense the material portions of it for 
their editoria! colurons, shall be entitied to an exchange, by sending usa marked copy of the paper 





THE BARBER’S GHOST. 
A gentleman, travelling some years since 
in the upper part of this state, called at a 
tavern, and requested entertainment for the 
night. The landlord informed him that it 
was out of his power to accommodate him, 
as his house was already full. He persisted 
in stopping, as he, as well as his horse, were 
almost exhausted with travelling. After 
much solicitation, the landlord consented to 
his stopping, provided he would sleep in a 
certain room that had not been occupied for 
a long time, in consequence of a belief that it 
was haunted by the ghost of a barber, who 
was reported to have been murdered in that 
room some years before. 
“Very well,” says the man, “I'm not 
afraid of ghosts.” 
After having refreshed himself, he inquired 
of the landlord how and in what manner the 
room in which he was to lodge was haunted. 
The landlord replied that shortly afver they 
retired to rest an unknown voice was heard, 
in a trembling and protracted accent, saying, 
“Do you want to be shaved?” 
“ Well,” replied the man, “if he comes he 
may shave me.” 
He then requested to be shown to the 
apartment, in going to which he was con- 
ducted through a large room where were 
seated a great number of persous at a gam- 
bling-table. Feeling a curiosity which almost 
every one possesses after having heard ghost 
stories, he carefully searched every corner of 
his room, but could discover acthing but the 
usual furniture of the apartment. He then 
lay down, but did not close his eyes to sleep 
immediately; and in a few minutes he im- 
agined he heard a voice saying— 
“ Do you w-a-nttobeshaved?” 
He arose from his bed and searched every 
part of the room, but could discover nothing. 
He again went to bed; but no soonér had he 
begun to compose bhimeelf to sleep, than the 
question wasagain repeated He again arose 
and went to the window, the sound appear 
ing to proceed from that quarter, and stood 
awhilesilent. Aftera few momenta of anxious 
suspense, .e again heard the sound distinctly; 
and convinced that it was from without, he 
opened the window, when the question was 
repeated full in his ear, which startled him 
not a little. Upon a minute examination, 
however, he observed that the limb of a 
large oak tree, which stood ander the win 
dow, projected so near the house that every 
breath of wind, to a lively imagination, made 
a poise resembling the interrogation — 
“Do you w-en-t to be shaved?” 
Having satisfied himself that bis ghost wns 
aothing more nor less than the limb of a tree 
coming in contact with the house, he again 
went to bed, and attempted to get asleep , 
but he was now interrupted by peale of laugh- 
ter, and an occasional vol’ey of oathe and 
curses, from the room where the gamblers 
were assembled. Thinking that be could 
turn the late discovery to his own advantage, 
he wok a sbeet from the bed and wrapped it 
around him, and taking the washbasin in bis 
band, and throwing « towel over bis arm 
proceeded to the room of the gamblers, and 
suddenly opening the door, walked in, ex 
clawing, in s tremulous Voice— 
“Do you w a-n-t to be s h-e v-e-d?” 
Terrified at the sndden appearance of the 
ghost, tre gemblers were thrown into the 
greatest con'usion ip attempting to escape it 
—some jumping tbrough the wind »ws and 
cAvers tumbitpg head over heels down stairs. 


money from the table into the basin, ani re- 
tired unseen to bis own room, 

The next morning he found the house in 
the utmost confusion. He was immediately 
asked if he rested well, to which he replied 
in the affirmative. 

“ Well, no wonder,” said the landlord, “ for 
the ghost, instead of going to his own room, 
made a mistake, and came to ours, frightened 


lar of our money.” 

The guest, without being the least sus- 
pected, quietly ate his own breakfast, and de- 
parted, many hundred dollars the richer by 
the adventure. : 


HORACE JAYNE. 


_-— 


We publish by request the following lines 
from the pen of a well known lady, dedica- 
ted to the child of one of our prominent 
Philade!phians :— 

Child of thé pale and golden har, boy of the 
sunny smile, 

Lo, Heaven hath made thee wondrous fair, fair 
as its own eweet clime; 

Thine be the power to mirror ferth, should 
manhood crown thy youth 

Pure, golden grains, from wisdom's store, dug 


from the mine of truth, 
. 


Wert thou an angel, lost among the lovely etars 
of light? 

And straying here hath found « home to com 
fort human sight! , 

In olden time fair angela dwelt among th 
of men, 

When messages of love were sent, and to re 
prove of sin 


'eons 


Of God's creative, glorious thought, a lovely 
symbol thou, 

With happiness thy being’s fraught, and on thy 
childish brow 

Fair jatellect hath found a place, sweet love 
Ilumed thine eyes; . 

And on thy lips pure Innocence hath breathed 


from Paradise 


Let that great spirit permeate, and fill thy 
youthful scul, 

And come it seon, or come It late, ore thou 
shall reach Ufe's goal; 

There in that laud of love and light, a beauteous 
seraph thou, 

Wearing @ eult of armor bright, Christ's eignet 
on thy brow K. M. # 

Minrrany Govennon or Fiona —A 


highly influential delegation of mombers of 
bo'h houses of Congresa, wilh Vice President 
flamiio at their head, recently waited on the 
President, with a request, caumerously s goed 
by the loyal men of Florida, asking for the 
appoiwtment of Hon. Eli Thaver as Military 
Governor of that state, with sulbority to 
raise 20,000 loyal ewiyranta, Tiey alse pre 
gented to the Presiden: « paper signed by lid 
members of the Senate and House earnest!y 
concurring in the request of the loyal men 
of Ploricva, and a paper from Major Gen: ral 
fluuter, commander of the Departmen tol the 
Bouth, to the ¢ffect. The Committee 


good one to ourselves, but it should be re- 
membered to the benefl: of Spain. 





Oar gbost, taking advantage of a clear room, 








don. 


There the treasares of my life are, 
Where | fain woud bet” 


deliberately swept a large amount of the 


t@™ Fashionable people are apt to starve 
their bappiness, in order to feed their vanity. 


us Out of the room, and took away every dol- { 


THE EMPRESS. 


Saddenly the folding doors are thrown open, 
and we are able to take an indiscrest glance 
at the other room, and the close white cur- 
tains draped round the Empress's bed. A 
lady im waiting appears in the doorway, and 
thea steps on one side with desp reverence. 
Directly after the fairy-like form of the Em- 


press Eugenie is visibla, ac she walka, with « 
ligh!, elastic step into er boudetr. She pro- 
coeds to the sofa, and sinks into the sof 
cushiona, Khe then dismisses her Walting- 
woman by « gentle nod; the doors close 
again noiwelessly, and ber Majesty is alone. 
bhe leans back om the cushions as if fetigued 
by the bath which she hag just taken, so that 
her light muslin dress, with ite countless lace- 
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The lines of the face are so 
run into each other # barmoniously, 
seems as if a aculptor had incarnated his 
But the color of the cheeks is no longer that 
of youth, The forehead, broad and slightly 
arched, displays those fine 
which the woman of thirty fears, and the wo- 
man of thirty-six —for so old is the Empress— 
endures with a sigh. The whoie expression 
of this wax-like countenance, with ite en- 
chanting bleuding of the Moorish and Ger 
manic types, displays somewhat of southern 
langor; but if she were to amile, if words 
wore to pass those exquisitely carved lips, 
the coldness of this fece would melt away; 
the eyes would open to their full size, and 
sparkle like stars io a tropleal heaven; and 
beauty would reappear, as if by enchantunent, 
op these pale cheeks, 


; 
iH 
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£2 Robert Hall was unhappy in his court- 
sbi» of Miss Steel. When he was perhaps 
smarting beneath the disappointment, he 
went out to toa, The lady of the house said, 
with oo very good taste:—“ You are dull, 
Mr. Hall; we have uo polished steel here to 
eptertain you.” “Oh, madam, that's not the 
sligh'est consequence; you have plenty of 
polished brass.” His gealus for happy re 
tort never slumbered. One of his congrega- 
tion, a sickly, querulous old mortal, met him 
In the street, “Ah, Mr. Hall, you have— 
never—-been to see me--air, I've been—very 
iil—I've been—at— Death's door—Mr. Hall.” 
Ifali replied :—* Why didn't you step in, sir? 
Why didn’t you step in?” 

t@™ When, almost a year ago, Gen, Burn- 
side swept over the rebel entrenchments suc 
cessively at Roanoke Island and Newbern, 
carrying them by main strength in the face 
of « terrific fire of artillery and musketry, 
the whole country rang with applause of his 
gallantry and capacity. Now that he has 
tried the same strategy upon a still stronger 
position, much more formidably defended, 
thousands are ready to blame him for rash- 
ness aud mismanayement. We do not ad- 
mire this wisdom after the event, and shall 
eneavor to avold it, 

ty “Cow-Corton.”—A friend in Tennes- 
see has sent us a specimen of “ cow-cotton” 
~s novelly among manufactures, uniting in 
ita fabric both the animal and the vegetable 
kingdoms, being a mixture, half and half, of 
cotton and cow's hair, It makes a cheaper and 
atronger fabric than all cotton for common 
clothing. Its gray color, its coarse grain, its 
tough fibre, give it a litte of the old-time 
homespun look, when men wore linsey-wool 
my. The mode of manufacture is by hand 
carding, as praciiced by our mothers aud 
grandmothers. If the pure southern stufl 
that is fed to the Manchester milla should 
u'terly fail, the English aristocracy may be 
giad to hear that their backs need not go 
bare, but can be clothed with cow-cotton, 
Inale pendent, 

t@- A wan is circuluseribed in all his 
ways by God's provideuce, just aa he is ina 
ship; for though he may walk freely upom 
the deeks, he must vo whither the ship bears 
him 


t®” A Congressiuan, speaking the other 


whom TI would not willingly exchange places 
te night.” 
ta “old Abe” 


wife's purse, and told her to 


recently put $1,000 in his 
lintribute it 


aman in Laodalf N. IL, who, in bis z al for 











. me 
were wel! satisfied wi h the interview. poe as + ae oe aye 4, “Le rd, _ «a ” 
fill her with andnosity.” Animosity two often | MBftt rate creetur! said the old maid, 

Tux Queek ov Srain oN AmenicAN Ar ends a inieiaken conversion “How does my new cap look” 
FAtKS - Ihe Queen of Spain, alindiog Wo the | tw Members of ie Cabinet are about to tw” To be clothed in rags used to be an 
autuiteg ating from var oe-en") Opes | wary, aay the Washington goagign, vad | Wcation of poverty, Dut Dow beggarn eam 
tha’ those events ‘will not change toe excel | widows cf former distinguished Sematurs are eal: their I clothes tur a small fortage, 
lent relations heretofore main ained with the | to be the blushing brides C# De. Preseott and bis wife celenrated 
United Saves Government” This comes I” “llusband, if ao honest wan is God's | Heir gebten wedding recent y ia Ferming- 
pee ~* eet — a rows : = | nobiest work, what is au honest woman ?” | 02 Me. Among the presenta was a box 
- wes sr mcd 7 Seteee. Yet a > on = [lis rarces. dear.” labiel “Homa pathic pills.” which was 
pertuuity is apparently presented tw return fount t) be full of gold doltara 
the injury, her words are thove of frien tlicess $F O.u Wovsprn—-The latest reports tw The man who shows that be is vain 
and gooa-will, The example ts not only &! of our bisees im the lore battle miske the pum- | of having done us « favor pays himself and 


ber lees than hes ben reported—less than 
1,400 killed ana 8000 wounded—a large por- 
tion of whom were but slightly wouaded., 
We lost 500 prisoners and wok about as | * 


womap that. 
quoting John Locke, that a blind man took 


pet, says that a hoop skirt, hanging out of @ 
shop door, always reminds him of the peel of 
a belle! 


her geod name, when bachelor can give her 
a better one, 


said, “A littl oi) makes the kaife cut more 
keenly.” 


in stories of wild animala, being told that the 
dion always pauses before springing upon ite 
prey, remarked—“ I like the lion best of all 
the animals, because be gives you time to 
pray before he eats you!"—Jvrtlan? Tron 
ecrtpt. 


The Ewperor must tread sofly; baby sleeps! 
Mozart must hush his nascent requiem; baby 
sleeps | 
chisel; baby sleeps! Demosthenes, be damb! 
baby sleeps!” 


mire. 
to he cast into a pit, 


leans on 
aged seren years, severely siab bed William 
Beully, 


at the b Atom of the affer.” 
tured in a 


“Where is Uiis lows that se ods forty thea- 
maid sol®ers into the fleld’ 


CB Correr.—A friend informa us that 7 , 
. ! ii ’ 
parched sweet corn is excellent to mix with the map is ition : I never heard of It till the 
Java coffee-—half and half war commenced 
t® A wmaaulacturer of thread, baving acci- 


night to the President of the bitter culd night, dentally cut his nose, took one of his gum- 
anid, what a terrible night this must he for mei spool labels to close the cut. On going 
tee unfortunate | liets, whe were bauly hone ” wondered why every one laughed 
provided with shelter. The President nn. | St bin Looking in the glass he read ov the 
awered—“ Would that | had one of their label Liat Lis nose was“ warranted 33) yards 
paces! Therels not a man ia the army with long ™ 


me old beeswax.’ 


ameoug the sick and wounded suldiers in 
Washingtor Like a good wile, she oley cd enter hostile gities’ At the point of the 
her tustaod bayonet. 

tW The venerable De Laban Clark, of tw “So a Mise Prim is deed at lnet, 
the M. E. Church, relates one of the many Mins Singleton ” “ O6, yes, poo critter; she 
lanchable scenes of his mi iiatry the story of couldn’ bear ) hear bow Dr Squivbe wasa 


sidling up to Widow Wimpole, so she jast 
filled wita grief and sunk under it.” 


sav ¢ us the troable, 
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tion from the rebel Holmes, 
aaa eeeehene = 
river, AA, ie he come ome 








the 





C2” Mire Fantadling says the first time she 
locked arms with a young map, she felt like 
Hope leaning on ber anchor, Poetic young 
ta” Prentice Acam.—-Prentice, after 


his iden of ecariet from the sound of a trum- 


2 It is no misfortane for a Miss to lose 


CW A right reverend controversalist well 


tm Little Frank, who is much interested 


CW Babies are the tyrants of the world, 


Phidias must drop his hammer and 


tW Praise ls sometimes as hurtful as com 
It is as bal to be blown into the alr as 


t®#” The following is from « religious, 
North Carolina newspaper: “In New Or- 
Saturday, Mise Rose McKinney, 


Kay., aged fire years, with a knife, 
No cause sesigned, but probably jealousy was 
What an age 
we have grown ww! 
GH It is related that a rebel officer, cap- 
recent batlle, aske! wooderingly, 


What part of 


6m “ My wife,” said a wag the other day, 
‘came near calliag me honey last nigh” 
‘Indeed, how was thaty” “Way, she called 


t@ At what point do armies generally 


“ Poor, 


tw A maa of letters is often a man with 
wo natures: coc 3 bo ve cature, the of er & 





many. 


human nature, These often clasb sadly. 





. 
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<—. —_— 


(WErTUED POR TER GA TCRDA! FVERTBO Foot. 


“ And the angel said unto them, ‘fear not, for 

Leergd good tidings, of great jor, 

thall be to al! people, for unto you be bore 

ale day te the city of Devid—« Serioer, wyoh 
Ghartet, the Lord.’ "— Late 2, chap. 10, 11 «. 


Ghesiing aad Sowers, bensath the hist ight: 
Far tm the casters sky, Carmet's dark summit 


a 
Rises majestic, and books on the sea, 
Where ‘neath the midaight breese hoaves dark 


Aspal Utes 2) 
Peath whoee dread waters the doomed cities be. 


Boft siceps the silver beam on Cedrun’s winding 
stream, ° 

Gbedding mild glories on bills far awey, 

Charming each eye that roves o'er Jerud'a(S) 
olive groves, 

With 0 soft beauty, unknown to the day ; 

Ver roll the billows free of the great western 
eea,(4) 

Through the dim distance al) mistily seen, 

All Uke « lovely dream doth to the shepherd 
eertm, 

Gantly wescting bis flocks on the green. 


Let on the shepherd's gaze what rays of glory 
Dlare ! 

@icaming like rainbows, athwart the dark sky! 

Ab! ‘tis an angel bright, come from the realms 


of tight, 
Glancing the shine of the regions on higt! 
“Com'st those « vision sent—fur our slas chaa- 


ernt, 
How shall we brook the displeasure of Ged!" 
Hark! ‘ts the angel's volce—fear not! ye shall 


rejoice, 

Behold good tidings of great joy I bring, 

Which unto all shail be >—for ye this day shall 
eee ; 

Bora uate you—the Christ--the promised King ; 

Let @ babe’s form he chose; wrapped in his 
eweddling clothes, 

Lowly and meek in the manger he lies ; 

Where can such love be found !—upon the lowly 


greund, 
Ben for your sins, lice the Prince of the skies. 


Leek! o'er the night's deop hase ten thousand 
blage 

Thousands of radiant forme the sky Mlume; 

Okt when to man was given such opening view 
of heaven, 

Chasing the dark, mystic shades from the tomb: 

Hark ! how the Cherubim answer the Beraphim ! 

“Glory to God in the highest,” they alng : 

“Good will to sons of carth!—Peace in « Ba 
viour’s birth !" 

This the glad message thoee holy ones bring 


Come !—let us follow thom—follow to Bethle 
bem, 

Bee! in the manger the Holy one lies! 

Bofily he slumbers now, round the Redcemer's 


brow, 

The ray of glory shines that never dics. 

Bendeth each shepherd's knee, before that ma 
Jesty: 


Leow bows cach head to the infant -the God! 
All blessed be Ile name!—who for our comfort 


came, 
Who for our sine hath touched the dark earth's 
sod! 


Well might the Magian(S) watch when his star 
degen 

To light with holy ray the eastern skis ; 

Well might they journey far, Ut by that guiding 
eta, 

"Till it hath led them where the Saviour lies; 

Emblem'd by them may we Thy i#eard guide 
light eee, 

Laring our epirite with infucnoe sweet, 

"TH! by ite holy ray doubt'’s night ts chased 
away, 

And we may worship, like them, at Thy feet. 


Sweet as the balmy air of Sharon's valleys fair, 

Bighing where roses bloom loveliest to sight; 

Pure as the crystal tide from smitten Horeb's 
wide: 

Chasing the darkness -and lending the light 

Thus shall Thy teachings be—Hope of eternity! 

Leng we to know what thy love shal! impart 

Byes «6 David sighed for the woll’s water. 
tide,(6) 

Bigh we for waters that comfort the beart. 


From Sinal’s hoary head--Tabor's grien pyra- 
mid,(T) 


From ev'ry valley of Judah's blessed sod, 

Where Leb’non'’s cedars grow o'er Mirpeb's(s) 
vales below, 

Let sounds of praise ascend—Glory to God! 

Yet, let not Palestive alone the praise assign ; 

Throughout the Luiverse hosannes ring 

From all to whom is given this greatest Gif of 
Heaven, 

Jeeus the Comforter—and Christ our King. 


Lerd! once again we sce Thy anniversary | 
Give us all hearts to fel the sacred time : 
Ob! give our spirits joy!—keep us from sin's 


May ail of buman Kind joy in Thy mercy And, 
And gladly turn to Thee—tis (bristmas day. 
FRANK. 
(1) Mamre—“A fertile valley sear Hebron, 
where Abraham dwelt.” —Sensicy's erydery (sony. 


(2) Asphaltites—“ The Dead lake is 
supposed to occupy the site of the cities, 
Bodom, Gomorrah, Adma and Zebotin.”— More's 
Am Geography vol 2 


J lee a 
wet "—Mmiley's Scryp. Geag. 
(3) Magten—“ There came wie men from the 
Raet."— Pereis / 
(@) Devid'’s wet —“ And David longed, and said, 
ob! that one would give me drink of the water 
of the wall of 


—_ Betb-tebem "—11 Samael, 33 chap, 
reteed Tabor, forming a 
rami *— Malte Bewn, wal. 1, p. 350. 
GQ) Miapeh—Ths Vale of Mizpeh, wear the 
sy ROEF +41 4 
2 _ , of > ote 
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apc THE WHITE POWDERS; 
on, 








TRIED FOR HISLIFE. 


I had been away from Kagiand three y cars. 
In that time I had eaten oyster suppers in 
New York, polked at Saratogs, taken lonely 
and romantic walks ot Niagara, caught de 
lictous white fish im the transiucent waters of 
Mackinaw, and shot « buffalo on the prairies 
of Nebraska, I might have dug for gold in 
California or Columbia, had | not beea taken 
suddenly with a great and inexplicable long- 
ing to see again the white cliffs, the green 
fields and hedges, and the quaint, pretty, end 
most comfortable villages of dear old Ea- 
giand. 

1 can speak now of the reason of this long 
absence. My father, who had saved for me 
a emall property, which he hoped I would 
increase, had educated me for the noble pro- 
fession of the law. , I was reading through my 
terms with the usual industry, and was not 
quite insensible to the blandishments of so- 
clety, when it was my misfortune to fall in 
love, The expression seems to me an appro- 
priate one. 

Isabel Goodwin was certainly one of the 
most besutiful of those who are, in their own 
right, queens cf society. To the fairest type 
of English beauty she added graces, sccom- 
plishments, and a boundless ambition. With- 
out rank or wealth she held her place, and 
aspired to rival those who had I wae 
dazzled by her beauty ; I admired her queenly 
bearing; and I became her passionate wor- 
shipper. 

She was fond of admiration. If 1 was 
sometimes grieved, jealous, and maddened at 
the encouragement she gave to one or an- 
other of the crowd that fluttered about her, 
and burned the incense of flattery Ww her 
charma, I stil] had a sort of pride in her at- 
tractiveness; and a tender look, a word of 
fondness, a sigh, or the soft pressure of her 
hand, would send me home intoxicated with 
delight. I believed myself to be the favored 
lover; the admiration she received was my 
triumph. 

The best friend I had was Arthur Mellon. 
He was two years older than |; was ine 
good position in a Government office, with 
fair prospects of advancement, and some ex- 
pectations beside. We were true friends 
Arthur had saved my life when we were at 
school together. I lay cramped and para- 
lyred on the bottom of a deep pool in the 
river where we were bathing. We had-beer 
trying our ekill with other boys in diving to 
seo which could remain under the longest; 
ao, when I had disappeared, and remained for 
& long period, no one was surprised. They 
watted to see my head shoot above the sur- 
face, 1 lay on the bottom sensible but pow- 
erless. I could see my comrades on the 
bank; I could even bear them talk, The 
sounds of their voices grew fainter and fainter, 
but I was not afraid. I knew that, as soon 
as they understood what waa the matter, 
Arthur, if no other, would come and save 
me. 

Ile was already (dressing on the bank, 
when he exclaimed, “Where is Harry!" 
His voloe sent a thrill td my heart, as 1 lay, 
paralyzed jo every limb, drowning. In a 
moment more he had stripped off his clothes, 
and piunged luto the pool. Tle was cool and 
cautious even in his haste to save me, He 
swam round, and took me by one of-~my 
ankles I felt an impulse to grasp him, so 
mrong that it might have given me the 
power; but with an effort of self control, I 
did not even try to help myvelf. I was drawn 
into shallow water, and quickly taken out; 
and after a struggle, far more painful than 
the half-drowning had been, recovered. 

Noe! I say that Arthur was, henceforth, 
more my friend then ever? In London he 
apent half his leisure hours in my chambers, 
or in the excursions we took together to the 
mountains or the sea. He had been away 
on public business when I first became ac 
quainted with Isabel. I wrote to him about 
her, raved about her. I was impatient to 
have him ace her at the earliest moment afer 
his return. Not lees had I told her of 
Arthur; and I had excited the expectations 
of both. 

There was a party ov the very night of his 
return to London, apd I insisted that he 
should go, tired ds he was with his journey 
from Dublin since morning, and he preeented 
to her whom I now dared to call my Isabel. 

I aaw, with a twinge of jealousy, which | 
felt to be inexpressibly mean and contempii- 
ble, that Arthur and Isabel were much im- 
pressed with cach other. They polked and 
waltzed together. How narrowly I watched 
them! Arthur was excited, brilliant, frsct- 
nating; Isabel danced aa I had never seen 
her dance before, and showed in her  ervous 
manner and heightened color, how much she 
was interested and flattered by his attentions 
Arthur congratulated me; but he was om- 


she had no idea she should like him so well; 
and she did her best to blind me with ber 
tenderness; but I bad watched them with too 


Isabel waa, I <annot say false to me, for we 





ee. 
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absence, Arther did not write. He would 
have been glad to have done so; but he could 
not intrude even the offices of friendship 
upon the misery that bed driven me to the 
wild solitudes beyond the Mississ!ppi A lady, 
who Enew and 
me. At frst she eld very little of 
and his wife. Then there came storics—id 
gossip, | hoped—of indiscretions, jealousies, 
estrangementa, and even of scandal. | could 
not believe that Isabel, false as she had been 
to me—heartless and worldly as I thought 
her—could ever be guilty of worse than vani- 
ty and ambition. Admiration waa, no doubt, 
a necessary of life to her. She might annoy 
Arthur; but I could not believe that she 
could injure him more deeply. But the stories 
grew worse and worse; and I could not but 
confess that I had been saved from a greater 
misery than I had endured, and that, if Ar- 
thur had wronged me, he had been sufficient- 
ly punished. I confess also that I sometimes 
thought that, had Isabel not yielded to the 
temptations of ambition, and bad married 
one she truly loved, all might have been 
well; but this was a momentary vanity. Ar- 
thur was « man to make any good woman 
happy. He would never have married Isabel 
had he not felt certain that her heart was 
irretrievably bis own. He could not rob me 
of what I did not possess, 

Suddenly I was taken, as I have said, with 
& great longing to return to England. It did 
not seem a home-sicknesa, such as attacks the 
Swiss in foreign lands. The English, love 
home as they may, can stay away from it. 
They have the power of colonizing the world, 
and may yet cover it all over with their con- 
quering races. But I felt ina hurry to re- 
turn, I took the shortest route; first to Bt. 
Paul's, on the Upper Mississippi; then down 
the river, to the first line of railway which 
would take me to the Atlantic. I looked for 
the fastest boat and the most rapid trains. I 
made no stop in strange cities. My curiosity 
to see American life was gone, and I dashed 
along the southern shore of the great Lakes, 
and through the mountains to New York, 
just in time to embark on one of the fleetest 
steamers of the Cunard line, which, in lees 
than ten days, landed me safely in Liverpool. 
With the same feeling of hurry I took the 
first express-train to London, and did not 
lose an hour before driving to Brompton and 
calling on the lady, a distant relative and old 
friend, who had been my corfespondent. 
When my name was announced, she sprang 
towards me, kissed my cheek, and exclaimed : 
“Then you got my letter?” 
“No; I have had no letter from you for 
months, I have been away in the wilder- 
ness, where they could not reach me; and I 
did not stip for them on my way. But what 
is it? Has anything happened rt” 
“ You have not heard about poor Arthur f” 
“Nota word. Isabel bas not run off with 
a Russian prince ft” 
“Oh, worse than that—that is—but no 
matter, Harry, Isabel is dead ” 
I felt the blood settle back upon my heart 
—my eyes were dim—the room turned round. 
I believe I should have fallen, had not my 
friend helped me to the sofa. Iam not a 
woman to faint away; but the shock was 
sudden, and it hurt me more than I should 
have thought it could. A glass of wine was 
brought, and I was myself again. 

“ Poor Arthur!” said 1; “ how does he bear 


itr” 
“Poor Arthur, indeed! You may well 


say, poor Arthur! What bas not that woman 
made him suffer? And now he is charged 
with her murder.” 

* Murder !” 

“Murer, She died suddenly, with symp- 
toms of poison. There was an inquest, and 
the chemist who examined the body dis- 
covered arsenic. They proved that Arthur 
had often quarrelled with her, and was jeal- 
ous, Well he might be, poor fellow! Some 
how he had bought arsenic Just before her 
death. They found some in his desk. When 
she was first taken ill, he insisted on nursing 
her. He was devoted to her, in spite of his 
jealousy and annoyances. Everything told 
against him, and he was committed to New- 
gate, and is to be tried for his life.” 

I need not say that, at the earliest moment 
when it was possible to get admission, I 
hastened to Newgate. I found Arthur, pale 
and aad enough, but resigned to his fate. He 
fell upoa my bosom. We were boys again. 
The past, that had sent its black cloud between 
ua, was gone, We were clasped in each 
other's arms, as in the lighter griefs of our 
boyhood. All jealousy, all hard feeing, had 
vanished from my mind. My noble Arthur 
was in trouble—ay, in peril—and I had come 
to save him. So it seemed at the moment. 
That he was as innocent as I myself of the 
hideous crime with which he was charged, I 
could not doubt for a moment, 

He told me all—the little that he knew. 
He spoke carefully, and even tenderly, of the 
dead, 

“I know you have forgiven me, Harry,” 
he said; “so I do not ask it. I thought I was 
doing right. We are all egotista in our affec- 
tlona, I have been tried.” 

“ How was it, Arthur,” I asked, “that you 
chanced to have poison in your desk ?” 

“It was left there, with other chemicals, 
by my predecessor, who amused himself with 

When I took the 
desk, I allowed it to remain, with some vague 
idea that it might be useful some time to kill 
the rates or other vermin.” 

“ Well, we will get this fellow, and prove 
that he left i.” 

“He went to India, and died there a year 
after.” 

That hope was gone; but I did not despair. 

“Who are the witnesses against you” I 


asked. 

“Only the servants, poor things! They tes- 
tified to what they had seen and heard. My 
temper is not so good as it was, and—she— 
was sometimes very trying. When she be 
came ill, 1 reproached myself, and wished to 
do all I could for ber. Her maid was new, 
and unused to her ways, and I took care of 
her. The woman, perhaps, did not like my 
interference. The fact, at any rete, made « 


pitied my sufferings, wrote to | rica. 


——— — —— 
“The maid was new; how long had she| “Couldn't do it, siz.” “Was it within your knowledge, witness ff 
been with you?" “I will pay you.” that the deceased lady ever gave her husbang 
“Only a month. or old favorite, Norah,| “Wouldn't do it for twenty pounds, sir.” | any ground for jealousy ?” 


went home to Ireland to be married, and has 
gone with her husband, I suppose, to Ame- 


“ Had she—had Isabel ever given you any 
reason to fear that she would kill herself?” 

“No; assuredly not. She enjoyed the 
pleasures of existence too keenly. I am 
sure that she was never purposely the cause 
of her own death.” 

I sifted the ground al! over. There was no 
clue anywhere, and the only hope I saw was 
in finding Norah. But what could she, who 
had been a month away, know about the 
death of ber mistress? The lawyers engaged 
for the defence could see no use in her testi- 
mony, except to prove, what everybody 
knew, that Arthur was very much attached 
to her mistress, and sometimes jealous and 
irritable. Was it likely that she could prove 
anything more? Besides, she was probably 
on the Atlantic, 

Not a moment was to be lost. The trial 
would come on in a week ; and little as others 
hoped from Norah's evidence, I determined 
that, if still in the country, she should come 
and testify, at least, to her master’s kindness 
aad love of her late mistress. 

But Arthur had not got Norah's address. — 
He did not even know, or could not remem- 
ber, her surname. 

“Give it up, my dear fellow,” said he; “it 
is of no use, What good can Norah be, if 
you could find her? She has gone by this 
time.” 

But I would not give it up. I clung des- 
perately to the idea of this Irish girl—be- 
cause, perhaps, there was nothing else to 
cling to. I set off for the Catholic chapel 
nearest Arthur's residence. I found the priest, 
and, after thinking a moment, he remembered 
Norah. He took me into the chapel, and 
there, on one of the best seats, was still a 
little card inscribed with the name of Norah 
O'Regan, I copied the name in my note- 
book. 

“Can your reverence tell me where she 
lived in Ireland ?” said L 

“ Indeed, I cannot,” said be; “but I re- 
member now writing a letter for her to send 
to some relatives of hers at Enniscorthy, 
county Wexford.” 

Here was a clue; and a few hours more 
saw me dashing along the North-Western 
Railway, through Rugby, the Trent valley, 
and Chester, and so along the feet of the 
Welsh mountains, and across the Menai 
Straits to Holyhead, and thence by steamer 
to Kingstown. Here, too much in haste to 
make the proper inquiries, I took the rail- 
way to Rathdrum, and 80 missed the stage- 
coach at Wicklow. But I lost notime. A 
jaunting car took me down the sweet vale of 
Avoca, and I was soon in Enniscorthy. 

The parish priest was my first resource,— 
Ile knew the O'Regans, of course, and went 
with me to find them. They lived in a re- 
spectable mud-walled cottage, with a roof of 
thatch and a floor of clay; and the pig very 
politely stepped out of the doorway as soon 
as he saw his reverence coming, and allowed 
us to enter. 

They knew Norah, God bless her! Wasn't 
she their own cousin? hadn't she sent them 
money, When the times were hard, to pay the 
rint? and hadn't she been married to Dennis 
Magrath ? 

“And where is Dennis Magrath ?” I asked 
anxiously, 

“Is it where is he? It's far out on the salt 
sea he'll be by this time,” said the woman. 

“Are you sure they have gone?” his reve- 
rence asked. 

“Sure 1 am they talked of going; for I 
heard it from E)len Rooney, an’ she was over 
to Kilkenny, ana danced at the wedding.” 

“Then Norah was married at Kilkenny; 
and if she has gone, they started from there ?” 


said I. 
The woman looked at the priest, and on 


receiving a reassuring nod, assented. There 
was nothing to do but to go to Kilkenny.— 
The hours were speeding, and there was no 
railway to annihilate time or space. A jaunt- 
ing-car, with a fleet horse, at an extra price, 
was the only resource; and I was on the 
road again. A few hours of hard posting, 
with frequent change of horses, took me in 
sight of the old round tower, the venerable 
cathedral, and the historic castle of Kilken- 
ny, and the humble home of the Magraths. 

Norah had gone. Five days before, she 
had left with her husband for Liverpool, to 
sail from there w America. Should I be 
foiled at last? Her friends believed that she 
was “far away on the billow.” I knew that 
packet ships did not always sail] on the ap- 
pointed day, and that, even when the winds 
were fair, they would lay over a day or two 
for more freight or passengers. 

But I had gained one more clue, which 
might be of service, Norah's ship was the 
packet Ameraid, of New York. I could find 
by the papers if she had sailed. I took the 
first train to Dublin, and the night steamer 
to Liverpool. The route via Holyhead would 
have been a shorter one; but the Liverpool 
boat would arrive before the packet sailed, 
if she was still in port. I wanted also a few 
hours asleep. 

We were twenty miles or so from the 
mouth of the Mersey, when I saw a large 
ship coming towards ua 

“ Captain,” said I to the commander of our 
pig-laden steamer, “can you tell me what 
ship that is f” 

“ Yankee packet ship, sir,” said he curtly. 

“Do you happen-to know what ship it is ?” 
I asked eagerly. 

“No, sir, Can't say I do. No time to 
keep the run of ail the ships that come out of 
Liverpool. You can take my giass, sir, and 
when she gots a little nearer you can see her 
name for yourself.” 

I took the proffered glass, and in fifteen 
minutes more I saw, full glittering on her 
prow, from which the port-signs had not yet 
been removed, the name: “EmERaLp, oF 
New Yourx.” 

I rushed to the skipper, and said, 

“Captain, } must see a person ca that ship. 








y | strong up pression against me.” 


a ee ee 


Will you run alongside of ber ?” 


“I will pay you more than twenty, and 
is right for the detention. It is « 
Tife and death. I have « friend 
is im peril, and there is a person 
ip who may save him from the 


il 


God! you don’t say so? I'll be along 
directly.” 


aeRGE.E. 
felipe 


well as sailor-like master on the quarter-deck 
my business. I explained it as briefly as 


“To be sure I do, sir; and it’s plased in- 
tirely I'd be tosee him this blessed minute.” 

“ You lived with Mra. Mellon ?” 

“ Indade an’ I did, your honor; and I hope 
it’s well she is, and the nice gentleman her 
husband.” 

“Norah, Mra. Mellon is dead !” 

“Dead! God rest her soul! Sure you 
don’t mane it?” 

“ Bhe is dead; and Mr. Mellon, my friend, 
is in Newgate, and may be hanged for poison- 
ing her.” 

“ Poisoning! Hanged! Och, sir, you can- 
not mane that! Sure, an’ he loved the very 
ground she trod upon. Murther her? Niver 
a bit?” 

“ Would she kill herself, Norah ?” 

“The poor lady—no! she was light and 
giddy, and made him jealous sometimes; but 
she would niver have killed herself; she 
would not commit such a sin.” 

“Was she ever ill, Norah. Did she ever 
take any medicine?” 

“ Never sick a day, your honor; and the 
only medicine I ever knew her to take was the 
little white powders for her complexion. She 
told me once that it was them that made her 
eo beautiful.” 

A thought struck me. Here was a possible 
clue to . 

“Norah,” said I, “will you go back with 
me to London? I will pay your fare and 
your husband’sto America, and pay you both 
for your time. I believe your evidence will 
save poor Mr. Mellon's life.” 

“Please God, I will go, sir. I will just 
spake to Dennis.” 

They talked together a few moments, and 
then came toward me. I saw how it was 
settled. 

“You see, we are going to settle in Ame- 
rica,” said Norah. “ All our things are on 
board. If Dennis don't go now, we might 
lose a good chance. Would you mind, sir, 
giving Dennis what it would cost if he stayed 
with me, and I wait and go to him when the 
trial is overt” 

The arrangement, so thoroughly thrifty 
and characteristic, I closed with at once. In 
a minute more, Norah had a bundle of cloth- 
ing in her hand; and we climbed over the 
side, and got upon the paddle-wheel of the 
steamer, 

There was no sad or tender parting. The 
bridegroom and bride simply shook hands, 
with a mutual and perfect trust, in each other 
and in Providence. Norah wiped her eyes 
as the ship was fading in the distance, but in 
a few moments more she had cheerfully re- 
signed herself to do her duty. 

But the time was passing. We did not 
reach Londor an hour too soon. The trial 
had begun when I hurried into the court with 
our only important witness. The phv=ician 
who made the post-mortem examination was 
giving his evidence. 

There were traces of poison in several or- 
gans, and the chemical analysis left no 
doubt that this poison was arsenic. The cir- 
cumstances were certainly against the pri- 
soner. The jurymen lowered upon him omi- 
nously. 

But the medical witness, a gentleman of 
high intelligence, was to be cross-examined ; 
and now I found a use for some alight know- 
ledge of chemistry. At my suggestion, the 
prisoner's counsel put the following ques- 
tions, which I give with the answers. 

“ Have you ever known, or is ita matter 
of authentic record, that arsenic is taken in 
small doses as a cosmetic, to improve the 
complexion ?” 

“It is sometimes used for that purpose.” 

“Is it also administered as a medicine for 
certain diseases ?” 

“ Yea, undoubtedly.” 

“Now, sir, is it not a fact well known to 
medical science, that arsenic, taken for some 
time in small doses may accumulate in the 
system, so as to produce violent and even 
fatal action ?” 

“It is possible.” 

“Are there not cases of such cumulative 
action ?” 

“Ves.” 

“One question more. If a person in the 
habit of taking arsenic, either as a medicine 
or a cosmetic, were to die suddenly from 
any cause, would not arsenic be found in 
the liver and other viscera by a chemical 
analysis ’” 

“There is no doubt that it would.” 

“That will do, sir.” 

We called our witness, Norah Magrath. 
She testified to having lived more than two 
years with Mra Mellon; to the uniform kind- 
ness and affection of her husband ; and to the 
nature of their domestic difficulties. She was 
sure that he loved “the very ground she trod 
upon,” and that if he was sometimes jealous 
and out of temper, they always made it up; 
and she was sure that be would not have 





barmed her for the world. 


“No, your honor, not that ever I saw; but 
she was very handsome, and liked to be ad. 
mired.” 

“ Witness, you say she was very handsome 
Did your mistress ever take any thing for her 
complexion ?” 

“ Yes, sir; sure an’ she did often.” 

“Do you know what it was?” 

“It was a white powder, like.” 

“A-white powder that she rubbed on ber 
skin ?” 

“No, your honor; it was © powder that 
she swallowed.” 

“ What did she call it?” 

“I never heard any same for it.” 

“How do you know that she took it for 
her complexion, and not asa medicine for 
some disease f” 

“ Because she told me in a joking way, that 
if I would take some, it would make me ag 
white and pretty as she was.” 

“ Where did she keep this white powder?” 

“ In a little drawer of her writing-desk.” 

“Is that writing-desk portable, witness?" 
inquired the judge. 

“Is it what, your lordebip ?” 

“Can it be brought into court ?” 

“ Aisily enough, your lordship.” 

“The court will take a recess while this 
desk is produced.” 

Two officers went with Norah, and return- 
ed with the writing-desk, in an inner and 
concealed drawer of which was discovered 
an ounce glass-stoppered bottle, about a third 
full of a white powder. It was identified 
as the bottle from which Mra. Mellon took 
her cosmetic; and a chemist pronounced it 
to be ARSENIC. 

The jury did not require the eloquence of 
counsel nor the judge’s luminous charge to 
bring in a verdict of “ Not guilty.” And 
scarcely an effort was made to suppress the 
cheers of the crowd when that verdict was 
announced, and I took Arthur Mellon by the 
hand, and led him forth to life and liberty. 
Our trials have not been in vain. If Alfred 
wronged me, bitterly did he atone for the 
wrong by sufferings that seem to have added 
many years to his life. We seldom speak of 
Isabel, and we are more friends than ever, 
Norah, well rewarded in feelings and purse, 
with our best wishes, and what she prized 
much more,—the coveted blessing of Father 
Donovan,—went to America in a fast steamer; 
and when the packet-ship Ymerald’s passen- 
gers were landed at the Battery at New York, 
and Dennis walked out'of Castle Garden, he 
found his rosy and wife waiting to 
welcome him to the New World. 


MY LITTLE PICTURE. 








I have sent you a little picture 
Of a face you used to know, 

And I ask you to guard and keep it 
For the sake of years ago. 


As a token of Peace and Friendship, 
I have sent it across the sea, 

To ask if, as I have forgiven, . 
You too have forgiven me. 


Not to call up the love that is gone, 
Or to bring back the sad dead past; 

Or the blossoms of hope that faded 
In the biting wintry biast. 


Not to recall the tight grasp of hands 
That told what lips could not speak ; 

Or the long last kiss that gave “ Farewell, 
And branded It on the cheek. 


Nor to tell of a weary, wasting pain, 
The wish for a well-loved face, 

The useless longing to fill once more 
The heart’s cold vacant place. 


The sobs o’er the love that passed away, 
The cry of woe’s keen smart, 

That echoed, unanswer’d and unheard, 
Through the chambers of the heart. 


But to tell of bygones forgotten, 
And bid thee pardon the past, 

And take from the hand I offer 
Peace and friendship st the last. 


It will look at you gently and kindly, 
And bid you be happy again, 

And tell you to bury the wretched years 
Of our passion and our pain. 


It will tell that though life may be weary, 
There are bright days for us still, 

If we live with a true and honest heart, 
And a firm and upright will. 


And through the dim coming future, 
As the great years roll along, 
It will whisper some sweet words of comfort, 


And sing you a cheering song. 


It will ask you to look far onward, 
To the land where spirits meet, 

To the calm for the weary heart-ache, 
And the rest for weary feet. 





Then take care of my little picture, 
And do not cast it away; 

*Tis the face that you used to look at 
And love in a bygone day. 


T. D. 





Jvuper Not.—“I wouldn't have done this 
or that!” How often do we hear this decla- 
ration! and how absurd it is. Who knows 
what persons may do til) they are tried apd 
tempted? Not we or you It is one thing 
to sit calmly down and theorise about life 
and its mischances, and another to med 
them face to face, when they sweep over # 
like a whirlwind before we have time to o> 
“ Lord, save us!” Therefure, when you ©? 
an erring brother thai has ~~ 
crime, do not say,“ Z would not hat® 


so.” Wait till your turn comes, or » do 
not wait till then; but, avoiding 
ing, lean only on Him who gi oe 


time of our greatest need. 
safety in the difficult lesson, ¢ *fgovern- | 
ment. 


(3 Terror is ben undefined.— 
If we knew what death’® like, men would 








as soon die as sleep, 
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a) LITTLE FEET. “ I do think that Cheese has got a wolf in-| mo pence, and let nobody else know any, | How he can possibly put up with her, and | the fhlse and the real. Next, the doctor Decima wore a sflk dress; Lacy » white one: 
poe side him,” cried Amilly with a laugh. that's about them A nice life she leads | be always patient and kind, puzsies me more | grasped the hand of Lionel. each mate evening tubien, s . 
Up wh Goemeiaanien “He is a great gourmand. He said this| Lionel! Not that Acid drop « hint of it | than any problem ever did in Euclid. If} “My son-in-law!” he ine vey 
yrementrag seer we morning—" began Miss Deb, and then she | He'd cut out his tongue before he'd speak a |-Fred had lived—why, he'd have broken her | demonstrative manner. Coy 
To see Lf the sleepy biessome sagged. weed against bis with: he'd sethes. make hep |. epls® cr her heart, long befeve thin.” and I hed the pleasure of mesting, Mr. Ver- 
Have begun to open their eyes. Finding what she was sbout to say thus | out to be an angel. Dr. West rose and stretched himself, The | ner, we little anticipated that such a relation- 
Running a rece with the wind, brought to an abrupt conclusion, Amilly| “Are they pretty comfortably off for mo- | failings of Bibylla were not « pleasant topic, | ship would ensue. 1 rejoice to welcome you 
With a step as light and feet, West looked at her sister. Miss Deb's atten- | ney?” inquired Dr. West, after a pause. “I/ thus openly spoken of by Jan, but none in it, my dear sir.” 
Under my window I bear tion was rivetted on the room-ioor. Her | suppose Mr. Verner must have managed to | knew better than the doctor how true were| “True,” said Lionel, with « quict amile 
The of Ietle feet. mouth was open, her eyes seemed starting | feather his nest a little, before leaving !” the grounds on which he spoke. None “Coming events do not always cast their 
. from her head with a fixed stare,and her} “Nota bit of it,” returmed Jan. “Jie was | knew better, either, that disease for her was | shadows before.” 
The child ts our “ speaking picture,” countenance was turning white. Amilly | over head and cars in debt. Sibylla helped | to be feared. With Decima, with Lord Garle, with Lacy 
A birdling that chatters and sings, turned her eyes hastily to the same direction, | him to a good portion of It. She went the| “Her sisters went off about this age, or e| Tempest, the doctor severally shook hands; 
Sometimes a sleeping cheruab— and sew « dark, obscure form filling up the | pace. John Massingbird waives the question | little later,” he said musingly. “I could not he had a phrase of suavity for all. 
(Our other one has wings.) door-way. of the mesne profits, or Lionel would be in | save them.” “I should not have known you,” he sald to 
His heart is a charinéd casket, Not obscure for long. Amilly, more im- | worse embarrassment than he is.” “And Bibylia's as surely going after them, | the latter. health, and 
Full of all that’s cunning and sweet, pulsive than her sister, rose up with a shriek,| Dr. West looked crestfallen. doctor, as that I am here,” returned Jan.| “No!” returned “Why?” to observe. 
And no harp-strings hold such music and then darted forward with outstretched | “ What do they live on !" he asked. “ Does | “ Lionel intends to call in Dr. Hayes to her.”| “ You have grown, Miss Tempest. Grown | tarned to Léonel be o tasty 
As follows his twinkling feet. arms of welcome. Deborah went forward | Lady Verner keep them? Sbecan'thavetoo| “Since when has she been so ill !” much.” “I was about to ask you : 
The highway by angels trod, “ My dear father !” “Ob! it's managed somehow,” said Jan. | appears to be no real illness yet: only symp- | fore,” said Lacy. “I am not tall now.” cil has been heard of Bet your leaving Ver- 
And seems to unbar the city It was no other than Dr. West. He gave| Dr. West sat for some time in ruminating | toma She coughs, and gets as thin as a| “ Youhavegrown into remarkable beauty,” | ner’s Pride is an answer.” “ 
Whose Builder and Maker is God, them each a cool kiss, walked to the fire and | silence, pulling bis whiskers as before, run-| skeleton. Sometimes I think if she could | added the doctor, “Tt has never been heard >f,” replied Lio. 
Close to the erystal portal, sat down, bidding them not smother him. | ning his hands through his hair, the large keep up « cheerful temper, she'd keep well.| Whether Lucy had grown into beastyor| nel “When John returned 
I sce by the gates of pearl For some little while they could not over-get | Clear blue sapphire ring, which he always | You will see what you think of her.” not, she did not like being told of i. And/|and put in his claim—when he took pomses- 
The eyes of our other angel— their surprise or believe their senses. They | Wore on his finger conspicuous. Jan swayed | The doctor walked towards the bureau at | she did not like Dr, West. She had not been | slon, I may say, for the one was cooval with 
A twin born little girl. knew nothing of his intention to return, and | his legs about, and waited to afford any fur- | the far corner, in love with him ever, as you may recollect ; | the other—the wanting of the was in- 
, ane had deemed him hundreds of miles away, | ther information. Presently the doctor turned | “ Fave you ever opened it, Mr. Jan t” but she seemed to like him now, as he stood | deed a grievance: far more than it hed sp- 
ePagh directed Question after question they showered down | to him a charming expression of open con-| “It's not likely,” said Jan. “Didn't you| before her, less and less. Drawing away peared at the time of ite loss.” 
anette upon him, the result of their amazement. dence on his countenance. tell me not tof Your own papers are in it, | from him when she could do so civilly, she| “You must regret it much.” 
To walk in sandals of light, He answered just as much as he chose. He Mr. Jan, I am in great hopes that you | and you hold the key.” went up and talked to Jan. “1 regret it always,” he answered. “I re- 
And hear amid songs of welcome had only come home for day or so, he said, | Will do me a little favor. I have temporary} “t's not inconvenient to your room, my| A little while, and they had become more | gret tt bitterly 
Soom manengue wusly end Geet, and did not care that it should be known he | Beed for s trifle of pecuniary ald—some | retaining it, Is it?” asked the doctor, “I | settled, dispersing into groups. The doctor,| “ Papa,” she 
On the cheney Goer of besten was there, to be tormented with « shoal of | slight debts which have grown upom me/ don't know where else I should put my | his daughter, and Lionel were sitting on «| checks becoming crimson, 
The of little feet. callers, abroad,” he added, carelessly, with a short a couch apart, conversing in an under tone ; | flashing with an unnatural 
patter 
“ Where's Mr. Jan ?” asked he. cough—“ and, knowing your good heart,I/ “Nota bit of tt,” sald Jen. “Have an-| the rest disposed themsclves as they would. | codicil could be found, it 
. “In the surgery,” said Deborah. have resolved to apply to you. If you cam| other in here as well, if you like. It's safe] Dr. West had accepted « cup of coffee. He | Jan, in his rough, stupid 
VERNER § PRIDE. “Is he by himself?” oblige me with a couple of hundred pounds | here.” kept it in his hand, sipping it now and then, | fretting myself into 
“Yes, dear papa. Master Cheese has just | or #0, I'll give you my acknowledgment, and| “Do you know, Mr. Jan, I feel as if I'd ra-| and slowly eat a biscuit, am. I want to go back 
— gone up to Deerham Hall, and the boy is | return it punctually as soon as I am able.” ther sleep in your little bed to-night than in-| “Mr. Jan tells me Sibylla is not very| It was not plessant 
BY MRS. HENRY WOOD, out.” “T'd let you have it with all the pleasure | doors,” said the doctor, looking at Jan's bed. | strong,” he observed, addressing both ‘of|« subject 
" oe Dr: West rose, and made his way to the | in life, if I had got it,” heartily replied Jan. | “The foom seems like an old friend to me: I | them, more particularly Lionel. sought 
Avrnon or “Tam Onannrnos,”“ East | surgery, The surgery was empty. But the | “But I have not.” feel at home in it.” “Not very,” replied Lionel. “The cold | over the room, 
Lywve,” “Tor Eanv’s Here,” light of a fire from the half-opened door, led | “My dear Mr. Jan! Not got it! You] “jeep in it, if you like,” returned Jan, in| weather of this winter bas tried her; has | who was still 
“A Live's Szcnet,” Ero. | him to Jan's bed-room. It was s room that | must have quite a nice little nest of savings | his easy good-nature. “Miss Deb can put | given hers cough. She will be better, I hope,| “Which of the two young ladies makes 
ough would persist in remaining obstinately damp, | ‘aid by in the bank, surely! I know me into some room or other. I say, doctor, | when it comes in warm.” the viscount's attraction, Mr. Verner f” 
[Entered according to Act of im the | 8nd Jan, albeit not over careful of himself, | never spend a shilling on yourself.” it's past tea-time, Wouldn't you like some| “ How do you feel, my dear?” inquired the| Lionel smiled. 
year 1862, by Deacon & Peterson, in judged it well to have an occasional fre} “All I had in the bank and what I have | refreshment?” doctor, apparently looking at his coffee-cup | into their confidence, sir; any one 
Office of the District Court for the Dis | lighted. The room, seen by this light, looked | drawn since been handed over to my| “I had a good dinner on my road,” re- | instead of Sibylia, “ Weak here f"—touching | three.” 
trict of Pennsylvania} comfortable. The smail, low, iron bed stood | mother. I wanted Lionel and Sibylla to} plied Dr. West: which Jan might havo | his chest. “T am sure it is not Decima, papa,” spoke 
— in the far corner: in the opposite corner, the | come here: I and Miss Deb arranged it all; | guessed, for Dr. West was quite sure to take| “Not more weak than I had used to be,” | up Sibylia. “She's as cold as & stone, 
bureau, as it had in Dr. West's time, the door | and in that case I should have given the| care of himself “We will go in, if you] she answered, in « cross tone, as if the con- | won't answer for its not being Lucy 
feesion that she did feel weak was not/ pest. Lord Garle comes here « good 


CHAPTER LL 


AN UNEXPECTED ARRIVAL. 
Deborah and Amilly West were 
over the fire in the growing dusk of 


ruary evening. Their sewing lay on 


table: some home dresses they were 


i 


























for themselves, for they had never too 
superfiuous cash for dress-makers, 
shionable patterns and fashionable 
had grown too dark to work, and they 
turned to the fire for a chat, before the 
and lights came in. 

“'T tell you, Amilly, it is of mo use pla; 
at concealment, or trying to suppress 
truth,” Deborah was saying. “She is as 
ly going as that the other two went; as 
as sure can be. I have always felt that 
would go, Mr. Lionel was talking to 
only yesterday. He was not satisfied 
bis brother: at least, he thought it as well 
act as though he were not satisfied with him: 
and he was about to ask Dr. Hayes—” 

Her voice died away. Master Cheese had 
come in with a doleful face. 

“ Mias Deb, I’m sent up to Deerham Hall. 
There’s a bothering note come from Miss 
Hautley to Jan, about one of the servants, 
and, he says, 1 am to go up and see what it 
og 

“Well?” returned Miss Deb, wondering 





why Master Cheese should come in to give}. 


the information to her. “ You couldn't expect 
Mr. Jan to go up, after being out all day, as 
he has.” 

“Folks are sure to go and fall ill at the 
most untoward hour of the twenty-four,” 
grumbled Master Cheese. “I was just look- 
ing for a good tea. I feel as empty as possi- 
ble, after my short dinner. I wish—” 

“Short dinner !” echoed Miss Deb in amaze- 
ment, at least it would have been an amaze- 
ment, but that she was accustomed to these 
little episopes from the young gentleman. 
“ We had a beautiful piece of roast beef; and 
I’m sure you eat as much as you chose |” 

“There was no pudding or pie,” resent- 
fully retorted Master Cheese, “I have felt 
all the afternoon just asif I should sink: 
and I couldn’t get out to buy anything for 
myself, because Jan never came in, and the 
boy stopped out. I wish, Miss Deb, you'd give 
me a thick piece of bread-and-jam, as I have 
got to go off without my tea.” 





season out.” 

“The green gooseberries ‘ll be coming on, 
Miss Deb,” was Master Cheese’s insinuating 
reply. “And there's always apples, you 
know. With plenty of lemon and a clove 
or two, apples make as good a pudding as 
anything else.” 

Miss Deb, always good natured, went to 
get him what he had asked for, and Master 
Cheese took his seat in front of the fire, and 
toasted his toes. 

“There was a great mistake made when 
you were put to a surgeon,” said Miss Amilly, 
laughing. “You should have gone appren- 
tiee to a pastrycook.” 

“She's a regular fidgetty old woman, that 
Miss Hautley,” broke out Master Cheese with 
temper, passing over Miss Amilly’@ remark. 
“It's not two months yet that she has been 
at the Hall, and she has had one or the other 
of us up six times at least. I wonder what 
‘Susiness she had to cometoit? The Hall 
Wouldn't have run away before Sir Edmund 
get home.” 

Deb came back with the bread-and- 

pod thick slice, as the geatleman had 
reque*A To look at him eating, one would 
think he\; had nothing for a week. It 
pre og p no time, and Master Cheese 
went "og his fingers and his lipa 
Deborah West 4, up the work, and put 
things straight 6.) in the room. Then 
she sat down her chair to the 


jam; 


stared amiably. 
itr” 


school—law. It was Jan's favorite mode of 
expressing surprise still, and Lady Verner 
never could break him of it. He shook hands 
cordially with Dr. West. 


and sat down to the fire. Jan cleared a space 
on the'table, which was covered with jars 


“'The fact is, Master Cheese, you havethe| “S® Laughed at me, and called me 
jam often, in one way or another, that 
thi very little left. It will not lastthe} D sat thoughtfully pulling his great 


opening to the garden (never used now) be- 
tween them, at the end of the room. The 
window was on the side opposite the fire, 
atable in the middle. Jan was then occu- 
pied in stirring the fire into a blaze, and its 
cheerful light flickered on every part of the 
room. 

“ Good-evening, Mr. Jan.” 

Jan turned round, poker in hand, and 


“Law!” cried he. “ Who'd have thought 


The old word; the word he had learnt at 


The doctor shut the door, slipping the bolt, 


d glass vases, cylinders, and other appara- 
8, seemingly for chemical purposes, and 
k his seat there. 
The doctor had taken a run home, “ ma- 
a morning call, as it might be metapho- 
ly observed,” he said to Jan. Just to have 
ht of home faces, and hear a little home 
8s. Would Mr. Jan recite to him some- 
t of the latter? 
did so: touching upon all he could re- 
From John Massingbird’s return to 
's Pride, and the consequent turning 
of Mr. Verner and his wife, down to the 
of Sir Rufus Hautley: not forgetting 
played by the “ ghost,” and the 
expedition of Mrs. Peckaby to New 
em. Some of these items of intelli- 
g@ the doctor had heard before, for Jan 
ically wrote to him. The doctor looked 
and stouter, and redder than ever, and 
jeaned thoughtfully forward, and the 
blaze played upon his face, Jan 
th@it how like he was growing to his sister, 
thet Mrs. Verner. 
“% Jan,” said the doctor, “it is not right 
thagy nephew, John Massingbird, should 
enj« Yerner’s Pride.” 
“* gourse it’s not,” answered Jan. “Only 
thin @on’t go by rights always, you know. 
It’s $eeldom they do.” 
“] @ught to give it up to Mr. Verner.” 
“£3 told him,” said Jan. “ / should, in 
his oe.” 
“ Wat did he say?” 






Dark as they were, they had 
of red in the fire-light. 

a curious thing; a very curious 
both brothers should die, as was 
su Australia,” said he. “ Better— 
as thinliBve turned out—that Fred should 
have ue@ up afterwards, than John.” 

“1 dé know that,” spoke Jan, with his 
accusto@truth telling freedom. “The pair 
were fur much, but John was the 
best of 

“I watltking of Sibylla,” candidly ad- 
mitted tii@etor. “It would have been bet- 
ter for he ~ 

Jan op@ his eyes considerably. 

“ Bette ber !—for it to turn out that she 
had two igGnds living? That's logic, that 
is.” 

“Dear n@ be sure!” cried the doctor. 
“Twas noiimking of that phase of th 
affair, Mr.. Is she in spirits?” ‘ 

“Who? tylla? She's fretting herself 
into her gri™ 

Dr. West ted his head with a start. 

“ Whatat loss of Verner’s Pride?” 

“ Well, I  Bnow,” said Jan, ever plain 
spoken. “@pumzies me. When she was 
at Verner’s @& she never seemed satis 
fied: she : hankering after ex- 
citement and aifseem to care for Lionel er 
for anybody ¢ @@d kept the house full of 
people otic Bhe has a rest- 
lesa, dissat. , and it keeps her on 


money to Miss Deb. But Sibylla refused: 
she would not come here, she would not 
go anywhere but to Lady Verner’s, So I 
handed the money to my mother.” 

The confession appeared to put the doctor 
out considerably. 

“ How very imprudent, Mr. Jan! To give 
away all you possessed, leaving nothing for 
yourself! I never heard of such a thing !” 

“Lionel and his wife were turned out of 
everything, and had nobody to look to. I 
don't see that I could have put the money to 
better use,” stoutly returned Jan. “It was 
not much. There's such a lot of the Clay 
Lane folks always wanting things when they 
are ili, And Miss Deb, she had had a little, 
You keep her so short, doctor.” 

“ But you pay her the sum that was agreed 
upon for housekeeping !” said Dr. West. 

“ What should hinder me?” returned Jan. 
“She can’t make both ends meet, she says, 
and then she has to come to me. J'm wil- 
ling: only I can’t give money away and put 
it by, you see.” 

Dr. West probably did see it. He saw, be- 
yond doubt, that all hope of ready money 
from easy Jan was gone—from the simple 
fact that Jan's coffers were just now empty. 
The fact did not afford him satisfaction. 
“Tr tell you what, Mr. Jan,” said he, 
brightening up, “ you shall give me your sig- 
nature to a little bill—a bill at two montha, 
let us say. It will be the same as money.” 

“ Can't,” said Jan. 

“ You can’t!” replied Dr. West. 

“No!” said Jan, resolutely. “I'd give 
away all I had in hand to give, and welcome; 
but I'd never sign bills, A doctor has no 
business with ‘em. Don't you remember 
what they did for Jones at Bartholomew's ?” 
“I don’t remember Jones at Bartholo- 
mew's,” frigidly returned the doctor. 

“No! Why, what's gone with your me- 
mory ?” innocently asked Jan. “If you 
think a bit, you'll recollect about him, and 
what his end was. Bills did it; the signing 
of bills to oblige some friend. I'll never sign 
a bill, doctor. I wouldn’t do it for my own 
mother.” 

Thas the doctor's expectations were put a 
final end to, so far as Jan went—and very 
certain expectations they. had, no doubt, 
been. As to Jan, a thought may have crossed 
him that the doctor and his daughter Sibylia 
appeared to have the same propensity for 
getting out of money. Dr. West recovered 
his equanimity, and maynanimously waived 
away the affair as « trifle not worth dwel- 
ling on. 

“ How does Cheese get on?” he asked. 
“First-rate—in the cating line,” replied 
Jan. 

“Have you got him out of his idleness 
yetr” 

“It would take a cleverer man than I to 
do that, doctor. It's constitutional. When 
he goes up to London, in the autumn, I shall 
take an assistant, unless you should be coming 
home yourself.” 

“I have no intention of it at present, Mr. 
Jan. Am It understand you that Sibylla 
has serious symptoms of disease ’” 

“ There's no doubt of it,” said Jan. “ You 
always prophesied it fur her, you know. 
When she was at Verner’s l’ride she was 
continually ailing: not a week paseed but I 
was called to attend her. She was so im- 
prudent, too—she would be. Ging out and 
getting her feet wet; sitting up half the night. 
We tried to bring her tw reason; but it was 
of no use. She defied Lionel; she would 
not listen to me—as good speak to a post.” 

“ Why should she defy her husband? Are 
they on bad terms ?” 

“They are on as good terms as any man 
and wife could ever be, Sibylla being the 
wife,” was Jan’s rejoinder, “You know 


something of her temper and disposition, 


that spring genuinely from a kindly and re 


like; Deb and Amilly will wonder what 
has become of me, How old they begin to 
look {” 

“I don’t suppose any of us look younger,” 
answered Jan. 

They went into the house, Deborah and 
Amilly were in a flutter of hospitality, lading 
the tea-table with good things that it would 
have gladdened Master Cheese's heart to see. 
They had been up-stairs to smooth out their 
curla, to put on clean, white sleeves and col- 
lars,a gold chain and such-like little addi- 
tions, setting themselves off as they were 
now setting off the tea-table, all in their affec- 
tlonate welcome to their father, And Dr, 
West who liked eating as well as ever did 
Master Cheese, surveyed the table with com- 
placency as he sat down to it, ignoring the 
dinner he had spoken of to Jan. Amilly sat 
by him, heaping his plate with what he liked 
best, and Deborah made the tea. 

“I have been observing to Mr. Jan that 
you are beginning to look very old, Deb,” re- 
marked the doctor, “ Amilly also.” q 
It was a cruel shaft. A bitter return for 
their loving welcome. Perhaps they were 
looking older, but he need not have said It so 
point blank, and before Jan. They turned 
crimson, poor ladies, and bent to sip their 
tea, and tried to turn the words off with a 
laugh, and did not know where to look, In 
true innate delicacy of feeling, Dr. West and 
his daughter, Sibylla, rivalled each other. 
The meal over, the doctor proposed to pay 
a visit to Deerham Court, and did so, Jan 
walking with him, first of all mentioning to 
Deborah the wish expressed by Dr. West 
as to occupying Jan's room for the night, 
that she might sce the arrangement carried 
out. 

Which she did. And Jan, at the retiring 
hour--though this is a little antieipating, for 
the evening is not yet over—escorted the 
doctor to the door of the room, and wished 
him # good night's rest, never imagining but 
what he enjoyed one. But had fire, or any 
other accident, burst open the room to pub- 
lic gaze in the lone night hours, Dr. West 
would have been seen at work, instead of 
asleep. Every drawer of the bureau was out, 
every paper it contained was misplaced. The 
doctor was evidently searching for something, 
as sedulously as he had once searched for that 
lost prescription, which at the time appeared 
so much to disturb his peace. 


CHAPTER LIL 


AN EVENING AT LADY VERNER'A. 
In the well-lighted drawing-room at Deer- 
ham Court was its mistress, Lady Verner. 
Seated with her on the same sofa was her 
son, Lionel. Decima, at a little distance, was 
standing, talking w Lord Garle, Lucy Tem. 
pest sat at the table, cutting the leaves of a 
new book, and Sibylla was bending over the 
fire in a shivering attitude, as if she could not 
get enough of its heat. Lord Garle had been 
dining with them. 
The door opened, and Jan entered. 
“Thave brought you a visitor, Sibylla,” 
said he, in his unceremonious fashion, with- 
out any sort of greeting to anybody. “Come 
in, doctor.” == 
It caused quite a confusion, the entrance of 
Dr. West. All were surprised. Lionel rose, 
Lucy roge; Lord Garle and Decima came 
forward, and Bibylila sprung towards him 
with acry. Lady Verner was the only one 
who retained entire calmness. 
“Papa! it cannot be you! 
come ?” 
Dr. West kissed her, and turned to Lady 
Verner with some courtly words. Dr. West 
was an adept at such. Not the courtly words 


When did you 





doctor—it is of no use to mince matters—you 








side of the fire. 





remember how it had used to be with her here | 
athome. Lionel’s a husband veces | 


fined nature; but those that are put on to 
hide a false one. All people, true-hearted 
Ones, oo, cannot distinguish between them; 


returned in a tone that threatened tears. - 


pleasant to her. “ There's nothing the mat- 
ter with me, papa; only Lionbi makes a 
fuse.” 

“ Nay, Sibylia,” interposed Lionel, good- 
humoredly, “ I leave that to you and Jan.” 

“ You would like to make papa believe you 
don't make a fuss!" she cried, in a most re- 
sentful tone. “When you know, not two 
days ago, you wanted to prevent my going to 
the party at Mra, Bitterworth’s !” 

“TI plead guilty to that,” said Lionel. “It 
was a most inclement night, a cold, raw fog 
that penetrated everywhere, carriages and 
else, and I wished you not to venture out in 
it. The doing so increased your cough.” 

“Mr. Verner was right,” said Dr, West, 
“ Night fogs are pernicious to a degree, where 
the chest and lungs are delicate. You should 
not stir eut of the house, Sibylia, after sun 
set. Now don't interrupt, my dear, Let the 
carriage be ever #0 closely shut, it makes no 
difference. There is the change of atimos- 
phere from the warm room to the cold car 
riage; there are the draughts of alr in passing 
to it. You must not do it, Sibylla.” 

“Do you mean to say, papa, that I am to 
live like a hermit ?—never to go out?” she re- 
turned, her bosom heaving with vexation, 
“It is not much visiting that I have had, 
goodness knows, since quitting Verner's 
Pride; if lam to give it all up, you may as 
well put me out of the world. As good be 
dead !” 

“ Bibylla,” said the doctor, more impres- 
sively than he often spoke, “I know your 
constitution, and [I know pretty well what 
you can and what you cannot bear, Don't 
attempt to stir out after sunset again. Should 
you get stronger it will be a different matter. 
At present it must not be, Will you remem 
ber this, Mr. Verner?” 

“If my wife will allow me to remember 
it,” he said, bending to Sibylla with a kindly 
tone. “My will was good to keep her in all 
this winter; but she would not be kept.” 
“What has Jan been telling you about 
me, papa’ Itis ashame of him! Iam not 
ili.” 


“Mr. Jan has told me very little indeed of 
your ailments,” replied Dr. West. “ He says 
you are not strong; he says you are fretful, 
irritable. My dear, this arises from your 
state of health.” 

“TI have thought #0, too,” said Lionel, 
speaking impulsively, Many and many a 
time, latterly, when she had nearly tried out 
his heart and his patience, had he been will 
ing to find an excuse for her still—that her 


illness of body caused in her the irritation of 
mind, Or, at any rate, greatly increased it, 


An eye, far less experienced than that of 
Dr. Weat—who, whatever may have been 
his other shortcomings, was clever in his 
profession —could have seen at a glance how 
weak Sibylla was, She wore an evening 
dress of white muslin, its body very low, its 
sleeves very short: her chest was painfully 
thin, and every breath she took lifted it oml- 


nously: she seemed to le breathing outside 
as wel! asin. The doctor wuehed the mus 
lin. 

“This is not a fit dress for you, Sibylla — 
It—" 

“ Lionel has been putting you up to say it, 


papa!” sbe burst forth 

Dr. West looked at her. He surmised 
what was indeed the case, that her husband 
had remonstrated against the unsuitablences 
of the attire to one in her condition, 

“You bave heard every word Mr. Verner 
has spoken to me, Sibylla. You should be 
wrapped up warmly always: to be exposed 
like this is enough to—to—” give your death 
he was about w say, but changed the words 
—“make you very ill” 

“ Decima and Lacy Tempest dress 80,” she 


Dr. West lifted his eyes to where Decima 













































































“Time was, Mr. Verner, when I thought that 
young lady would have been your wife.” 
“Who” asked Lionel. Bat that he only 
asked the question in his confusion, without 
need, was evident: the tell-tale flash betrayed 
it. His pale face had turned red, to the very 
roots of his hair. 
“In those old days when you were ill, 
lying here, and Miss Tempest was so much 
with you, I fancied I saw the signs of a mu- 
tual attachment,” continued the doctor, “I 
conclude | must have been mistaken.” 
“Little doubt of that, doctor,” lightly an- 
swered Lionel, recovering his equanimity, 
though he could not yet recover his disturbed 
complexion, and laughing as he spoke. 
Hibylia’s greedy ears had drunk up the 
words, her sharp eyes had caught the con- 
scious flush, and her jealous heart was ma- 
king the most of it. At that unfortunate 
moment, as ill-luck had it, Lucy brought up 
the basket of cakes and held it out to Dr. 
West. Lionel rose w take it from her. 

“IT wna taking your name in vain, Miss 
Tempest,” said the complacent doctor. “ Did 
you hear me?” 
“No,” replied Lucy, smiling. 
about?” 
“TI was telling Mr. Verner that in the old 
days I had deemed his choice waa falling 
upon another, rather than my danghter. Do 
you remember, young lady ?—tin that long 
iiiness of his” 
Lucy did remember. And the remem- 
brance, thus called suddenly before her, the 
words themselves, the presence of Lionel, all 
brought to her far more emotion than had 
ariser to him. Her throat heaved, ag with a 
spasin, and the startled color dyed her face, 
Lionel saw it. Sibylia saw it. 

“It proves to us how we may be mistaken, 
Miss Tempest,” observed the doctor, who 
from that babit of his, already hinted at, the 


“ What 


never louking people in the face when he 
spoke to them, had failed to observe any- 
thing. “I hear there is a probability of this 


fair hand being appropriated by auother: 
one who can enhance his value by coupling 
it with a coronet.” 
“ Don't take the trouble, Lacy. 
ing it.” 
It was Lionel who spoke. In her confu- 
sion she had not loosed the cake-basket, al- 
though he had taken it. Quietly, impasaive- 
ly, in the most unruffied manner spoke he, 
smiling carelessly. Only for a moment had 
his self-control been shaken. “ Will you 
take a biscuit, Dr. West?” he asked. 
“Lucy, my dear, will you step here to 
me?” 
The request came from the other end of 
the room, from Lady Verner. Lionel, who 
was about to plage the cake basket on the 
table, stopped and held out his arm to Lucy, 
t conduct ber to his mother. They went 
forward, utterly unconscious that Sibylla was 
casting angry and jealous glances to them; 
conscious Only that those sacred feelings in 
either heart, so well hid from the world, had 
been stirred to their very depths, 
The door opened, and one of the servants 
entered. “Mr. Jan is wanted.” 

“Who's taken ill now, I wonder ?” cried 
Jan, descending from the arm of his mother’s 
sofa, where he bad been perched. 
In the ante-room was Master Cheese, look- 
ing rueful. 
“There's a message come from Squire Pid- 
cock's,” cried he, in a most resentful tone — 
“ Somebody's to attend immediately, Am J 
to go?” 
“I suppose you'd faint at having to go, 
after befng up to Miss Hautley’s,” returned 
Jan. “ You'd never survive the two, should 


lam bold- 








and Lucy were standing with Lord Garle-- 
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© Well, you know, Jan, it's & good mile 
and 6 half we Pideook'’s, ced I had to go to 
the other place without my tes,” remonsire 
ted Masier (bens 

“1 dave may Mice Deb bas giver you your 
ton aince you came howe.” 

“Rat t's net ike heving it of the tec! 
hour. And ' couldn't @oeh it ta comfort 
whea this me sare cams” 

* Be off beck and finish it now, then,” said 
Jen And the youtg gentioman departed 
with alecrity. 

Returning to the drawing roum, Jan told 
them that be wee called out. Lionel! had re 
gumed bis seat thea by Sibylia and Dr. West 
Jam departed, and later in the evening, as be 
414 pot return Lione! walked home with the 


“What do you think of SibyliaT” was his 
first question, Lefore they bad weil quited 
the gatre 

* My opinion i not a favorable ome, so far 
as can jorge at present,” replied Dr. West, 
* Bhe is pot to be crossed, Mr. Verner.” 

“Heaven is my witness that she is pot 
crossed by me, Dr. Wert,” was the reply of 
Lionel, given more earnestly then the ocoa 
gion seemed to call for. * From the hour | 
married her, my who life hes been apent ia 
striving to shield her fom crosses, so tar as 
lies in the power of man; to cherish her in 
all care and tenderness, There are few bus 
bands wou!!! bear with ber—ber poculiari- 
tiee—as I have borne: as] will sill bear, 1 
aay this to you, ber father; I would aay it to 
na ope cise, My chief regret, at the wrench- 
ing from me of Verner’s I’ ride, ts for Sibyila’s 
make.” 

“My dear sir, 1 honestly believe you. I 
kaow what Bibylia was at home, fretful, way- 
ward, and restiess, and those tendencics are 
not likely to be lessened, pow disease has 
shown iteel{ 1 always feared it was in her’ 
constitution ; that, ia epite of all our care, she 
would follow her sisters, They fell off and 
died, you may remember, when they seeme:! 
most blooming. People talked freely—es | 
understood at the iime—about my allowlog 
her so suddenly to marry Frederick Massing 
bird; but my course was dictated by one sole 
motive—tbhat jt would give her the benefit of 
sea voyage, which might prove inveluable 
to ber constitution.” 

Lionel believed just as much of Unie as he 
liked. Dr. West was his wife's father, and, 
as such, he deferred to him. He remember 
ed what head been told him by Sibylla; and 
he romembered the promise he had given 
ber 

* I's & shocking pily that you are turned 
from Verner's rude!" resumed the doctor, 

“lit Bat there's no help for it.” 

“Does Bibyla grieve afler it very much? 
Ifas it any real effect, think you, upon her 
healt }—na she seemed to intimate.” 

“She grievean no doult She deepe wp the 
grief, if you can understand it, Dr. West 
Not a day passes, but she breaks luto iamen- 
tations over the lows, complaining loudly 
aad bitterly. Whether ber bealth would not 
equally have failed at Verner's Pride, 1 am 
unable to aay. 1 think it would.” 

“Jonn Massinghird, onder the cireum 
siances, ought w give it up to you It is 
rightfully yours Sibylia’s life—and shb is 
his own cousin—imay Jepend upon it: he 
ought not to keep i. But for the lose of the 
codicil, he would never bave come to fi." 

“Of course he could not,” assented Lionel, 
“Tt ts that lows which has upset everything.” 

Dr, Weat fel! into silence, and continued in 
ft uatil his house was in view. Then he spoke 
agein 

* What wil) you undertake to give me, Mr 
Verner, if 1 can bring John Massingbird to 
hear reason, and re-esta list, you at V erner's 
Pride ¥” 

“ Not anything,” answered Lionel. “ Ver 
ner's Iride is Joho Maseingtint's acoording 
to the iaw, therefore it cansot be mine. 
Neituer would he resign it,” 


“1 wonder whether it could be done by 
siretagem ° mused Lir, West, “Could we 
persuade him that the codicil has ‘urce t up?! 
or something of that? It would be voy 


desirable for Sily lia.” 

“If Igo back to Verner's Price at all, sir, 
I go back by ragAt, neither by purchase nor 
by siratagem,” was the reply of Lionel 
“ Rely upon 4, Uings ect about in an under 
band manner never proper.” 

“I might get Joho Massingbird to give it 
up t© you,” continued the doctor, nodding 
bis head thoughtfully, as if he had some 
scheme afuat in it. “ 1] might get him to resign 
Ht © you, rent and residwoe and al), and 
betake himeclf off, You would give me s 
per centage i" 

“Were John Massingbird to offer such & 
me to-morrow, of his own free will, 1 should 
Gecline i,” forcibly returned Lionel. “ I have 
suffered too wuch from Verner's Pride ever 
t take pomesion of it again, except by in 
digputable right—a mght in which | cannot 
be distarbes. Twice nave 1 been twrned 

trém ls, you kpow, sir, And the tarning out 
hae Cosi me MOTE thas the world deemed.” 

“ But surely you Would go back to it If you 
could, for Siby!la's sake *" 

* Were 1 a rick man, abe Ww remt Verner's 
Pride from John Masingbird, | might ask 
him w let ft mer, if would gratify Sr>yila 
Bui, © rewrn there as ite master, on suffer 
anos, lable to be expelled again a an 
men'—never! Jobu Massingbird the 
right to Verner’s Pride, and he will ex@urie 
it, for me.” 

“Then you will not accept my offer—to 
try and get you back again ; and w make me 
@ substantia) honorariam if | do it '" 

“1 do not understand you, Dr. West. The 
question cannes aris.” 

“Mf I make & arbe; and carry i, out?” 

“1 beg your pardon— No” 

Thwes am emphs'ic denial, and Dr. Wast 
have felt himself filed, as be bad been 
by Jan's confemion of pmpiy pock va, 
in the evening. 





It was probably with thet view that Dr. 
West proceeded carly on the following morp- 
ing to Verner's Pride, after his night of search, 
lustead of sleep, astonishing John Massing- 
bird not « little That gentleman was enjoy- 
ing himeetf in a comfortable sort of way in 
hie bedroom. A substantial breakfast woe 
laid ont om a table by the bed side, while he, 
not risen, smoked a pipe a he lay by way of 
whetting his appetitc. Dr. Went wr) 
without ceremony. 

“My stare!” uttered John, when he cout | 
believe his eyes “It's never you, Uncle 
West! Did you drop from « balioen f" 

Dr. West explained. That be bad come 
over for a few hourw sojourn. The state of 
his dear daughter Bibyiia was giving him 
considerable uncasiness, and be ba! just put 
bimaelf to the expense and inconvenience of 
a journey to see her, and judge of her state 
Limeetf. 

That there were a few wifling inaccuracies 
in Uhis statement, insamech as that his dangh 
ter’s state bad bad nothing to do with the 
doctor's journey, was of little vonsequence. 
it was all one to John Massingbird. He made 
a hasty toilette and invited the doctor to take 
some breakfast 

Dr. Weet was nothing loth. He had break- 
foated at home; lut « breakfast, or any other 
meal, more or loss, was nothing to Dr. West 
lle sat down to the table, and wok a choice 
moreet of boned chicken ov his plate. 

“John, 1 have come up to talk to you 
about Verner's Pride.” 

“What about itt" asked John, speaking 
with his mouth full of devilled kidneys. 

“The place is Lionel Verner's.” 

“ How d’ye make out that!” asked John. 

“ That codicil revoked the will, which lef 
the estate to you. 11 gave it to him.” 

“ Bat the codicil vanished,” answered John. 

“True. 1 was present at the consternation 
it excited. It disappeared in some unac 
countably mysterious way; but there's no 
doubt that Mr. Verner died, believing the 
estate would go lo is direct line—to Lionel. 
In fact, L know he did. Therefore you ought 
to ac! as though the codicll were tn existence 
and resign the estate to Lionel.” 

The recommendation excessively tickled 
the fancy of John Massingbird. Lt set him 
laughing for five minutes, 

“In short you never qught to have at 
tempted Ww enter upon it,” continued Dr, 
West, “ Will you resign it to him ft" 

“Uncle West, you'll kl me with laughter, 
if you joke like that,” was the reply. 

“TL have lithe doubt that the codicil ia still 
in calstence,” urged Dr. West “1 remem 
bor, my impression at the Ume was, Uhat it 
was only minlaid, temporarily lost, Lf that 
omheil turned up, you would be obliged w 
quit sad 

* So LT should,” sald John, with equanimity, 
“Let Lionel Verner produce it, and T'll va- 
ate the next hour, That will never turn 
up: dea't you fret yourself, Uncle West.” 

“Will you not resign it to him Yr" 

“No, that l won't) Verner’s Pride ia mine 
by law. LIshould be asimpleton to give it 
up. 

“ Sibylla’s pining for it,” resumed the doc 
tor, trying what a little pathetic pleading 
would do. “She will as surely die, unless 
she can come back to Verner’s Pride, as that 
you and T are at breakfast bere,” 

“If vou ask my opinion, Uncle West, I 
shoul! say that she'd die, any way. She leoks 
like it, She's fading away just as the other 
two did. But she won't die a day sooner for 


being away from Verner’s Pride; and she 
would not have lived an hour longer, had she 
remained in it. That's my beli f" 

“Vernver’s Pride never wae intended for 
you, Joha,” erted the Doctor, “ Some freak 
caused Mr. Verner to will it away from Lio 
nel; but he came to his senses before he died, 
and repaired the injury.” 

“Then Lam so much the more cbliged to 
the freak,” was the good-humored, but un 
compromising rejoinder of John Massingbird. 

Aad, more than that, Dr. West could not 
make of him. John was evidently determined 
to otar TP by Verner’s Pride. The doctor then 
changed his tactios, and tried a lie business 
on his own acoount-—that of borrowing from 
John Massingbind as much money as that 
gentleman would lend 

Ii was not much Jobn, in his laughing 


way, protested be was always “cleaned out” 
Nobody knew but himeelfbut he did not 
mind binting it to Uncle West—ihe beapes of 
mouey he had been obliged to “ shell out” 
before he could repose in tranquillity at Ver 
ner's Pride. ‘There were back entanglements 


and present expenses, Not to speak of sume 
spent ln benevolence, Benevolence! the doe 
wor exclaimed. Yea, benevolence, John re. 
plied with a semi-grave face he had had to 
give away an unlimited amount of bank 
notes to the neighborhood, as a recompense 
for having terrified it into Ota «There were 
times when he thought he should have to 
come upon Lionel Verner for the meane 
profita, he observed. A procedure which he 
wae unwilling to resort to for two reasons 
the one was, that Lione! possessed nothing to 
pay them wih; the other that he, Jobn, 
never liked to be bard. 

Ro the doctor had to content bimeelf with 
a very trifling loan, compared wiih the sum 
he had fondly anticipated. He dropped some 


™mo- | obecure hints that the evidence be cou d give, 


if he chose, with reference to the codicil, or 
rather what he knew to have been Mr. Ver 
ner's intentions, might go far to deprive his 
Rephew John of the estate, Bat his nephew 
aly laughed at bim, and could not by any 
mafeoer of means be induced wo treat the bin's 
as serloen §=A will was a will, he eaid, and 
Verver’s Pride was indisputably bia 


Dr. West's visit ww Derrham bed not been | 


quite co satisfactory as be hed anticipated it | to be ratoer sligntly crinelined Le an inscant 


might be made Afi quittwy Jonmn Mas 


slagbird, be went to Deersam Court and re- | dom ia these words: “ Your pardon, mem, 
maioed « few hours with Gibylia, The rest bat I'm feared I've broken your lower rib- 
of the day be Civided between bis deugsters bona” “Nowsing wrong,” said the lady, 


im their sitting-room, apd Jao in tee surgery, 
taking bis departure agau frum Deuham by 
the nigdt train. 








Aitogeiber, aking one thing » ith another, 


And Deborah end Aailly, drowned in | do 


tears, said his visit could be compared only 
to the fiash of « comet's tall: po soond® seen 
than gone again. (TO BK CONTINUED.) 


CHRISTMAS LONG AGO. 





A FPLALETIVE AND OCOMPLAINTIVE DITTT, ocr 
PoseD To BE FLEO BT GRAS UMAMMA OLDDAT, 
auxp 7. 


Since then, my dears, ye'll have me sing, 
I'll try what I can do, . 

And back od recollections bring, 
Thus to recount to you, 

What glorious days those were when I 
Wore frock and furbelow ; 

When Christmas time was in its prime, 

Long, long ago. 


No treacherous robe old Christmas wore, 
Of sunshine fringed with mist 

The lakes and ponds were frozen o'er, 
And shoes were shod with let; 

The path ways as you trudged along 
Were ankle-deep in snow, 

When Christmas time was in ite prime, 

Long, long ago. 


No nolsome railways then had we 
The country to deface ; 

Our four-horee coach, a treat to roe, 
Went dashing through the place ; 

By which from town, just once a year, 
Came brothers Ned and Joe, 

When Christmas time was in its prime, 

Long, long ago. 


That horrid gas, which flares and throbs, 
Was not in bouses thrust; 

Nor stuck up stoves ashamed of hobs, 
Aud half afraid of dust; 

Bright was the fame from wax or oll, 
Hearths gave a genial glow, 

When Christmas time was in ite prime, 

Long, long ago. . 


Books then were books; a Christmas gift 
You scarce could carry home; 

So large to span, so hard to lift— 
A rea! substantial tome. 

No phantom leaves In flaring boarde, 
Designed for merest show, 

When Christmas time was in ite prime, 

Long, long ago 


At table, think you, you could see 


Disguised and tortured meat? 
Maing one ask Ite history, 
With names one can't repeat. 


Good beef and mutton, pork and veal, 
Ranged then in honest row, 
When Christmas time was in ite prime, 
Loug, long ago. 


Om Christmas-day, the dinner hour 
T' words olght we did not fix; 

‘Twelve was the time, or pa looked sour— 
None of your half jmet elx 

Then joined we all in “ Blindman’s Bluff,” 
Or would the «slipper throw ; 

When Christmas thine was ip ite prime, 

Long, long ago. 


Ah, fun, it then was fun Indeed! 
Not furious, nor fast; 

But mirth that moved with decorous speed, 
Aod warranted to last; 

No whirling waltz, no potka hop, 


Bul measures grave and slow; 
When Christmas time was in ite prime, 
Long, long ago. 


The women then were passing falr, 
Nor «tect nor whalebone wore ; 


A plain black fillet bound their hair, 
Neat aprons hung before, 

Tippets disposed in ample form, 
An caps as white as snow ; 

When Christmas time was in its prime, 


Long, long ago. 


As for the men-—or dark or fair— 
Appeared they Christian wise ; 

Not covered o'er with nasty hair, 
Nor dressed like foreign guys 

Smooth, then, and gentle the salute, 
Beneath the mletletoe, 


When Christmas time was in its prime, 
Long, long ago, 
But, bless me! how I'm running on; 
*Tis time IT made an end, 
There's no one now but Uncle John 


To old long songs a friend 

Bhould you, my dears, live to my years, 
‘Twill be your turn to know 

The difference ‘twixt Christmas now 


And long, long ago! 

Ricu Cotors.—An English writer, in some 
remarks on “A Lady's Dress,” gives the fol 
lowing excellent bints on the effect of color: 

“We dearly love and duly appreciate 
color; we have hailed with delight the re- 
sumption of the scarlet cloak this winter by 
our fair country women, especially at a time 
of public mourning, when our streets have 
Worn #0 Monotonous and sombre an aspect. 
The eye has been ¢laddened aod rm freahed by 
the warm, bright red, set off by the black 
dreas beneath; and the welcome effect it pro- 
duced proved to our minds how much plea 
sure we insensibly derive from the presence 
of color, We are hardly aware of it until we 
lose it. The aspect of our crowded thorongh- 
fares ately enables us to form some idea of 
vi should feel if, by some freak of 

om, the fair sex were to adopt a costume 
es unvaried and bideous as the present mas 
culine attire, aod if our shops, that now dis- 
play all that ie lovely in color and exquisite 
io design, had nothing more attractive to 
offer than broadcloth or black stuff, we 
should feel depressed. The eye needs the 
stimulant of color and variety to keep it from 
fatigue; and beneath our gray and c /lorless 
aky we want more color, not less, Some thir- 
teen or fourteen years ago color was certainly 
ata discoust im dress as well as in architec- 
ture and decoration. That there bas been « 
revival in its favor no one will deny.” 


w neue pot quite a huadred miles 
from Lynn, a person eotered a pew, and be 
lieving be haa s good seat, unfurtunerely sat 
dows opoa the dress ot a lady who bappened 


he rose to luis ject and Orgged the lady's par- 


blesning. 
tT Don's tate too mack leteret ia the 
aflase of your neigtbora, Six per cent, will 


out clear in the sunshine. 


Aleman who was passing at that moment to 


WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING PorT, 
BY VIRGINIA F. TOWNSEND. 


“ Another Christmas,” muttered to himself, 
in a dreary, dissatinfed tone, Benjamin Hum- 
phreys, the senior of one of the hea- 
viest cOtamercial in the great city 
where he bad built up, day by day, year by 
year, his large fortune. “For my part, I 
don't think much of these holidays, Miser- 
able waste of time and money usually, al 
ways make some breaks in the business, and 
set some screw loose. Dull, foolish, expen- 
sive, of po use to anybody. I'm glad epougi 
when they are over, and one is able to settle 
down to work again.” 

It was a large, lofty room, in which these 
words were spoken, with heavy, luxurious 
furniture, for Benjamin Humphreys liked to 
gether about him tangible evidences of the 
wealth which he bad heaped up. He was 
an old man now; a widower, and childless; 
a man into whose life the lust and the 
greed of gold had entered, and eaten out and 
rusted away all sweet and tender sympa- 
thies, al) faith, freshness, aspiration, and 
soured and hardened and stunted his na- 
ture, unti) it was like a rock, down which 
there was no laug’ of sweet flowing waters, 
in whose crevices po small flower slowly 
opened and filled the air with its faint per- 
fume; a hard, cold, arid nature, as every- 
body knew, when they looked into his face, 
was that of the rich, old man Benjamin 
Humphreys. 

Fifty years before he had come to the city 
to make his fortune. The country youth had 
the genius of business, Sbrewd, prompt, un- 
tiring, he had risen steadily from one position 
to ancther, until he was now senior partner 
in the firm which he had entered as under 
clerk. 

His wife had died in her youth, and her 
child soon followed her; and since then the 
merchant had devoted his life to one work 
and one purpose, and this was making money 

It was « beautiful Coristmas morning. The 
winter sunbeams rained down their golden 
greeting over the carth, and brightened its 
withered face with that old language, “ Good 
will to men,” which they wrote when the 
angels once Bang. 

And everywhere hearts were glad—every- 
where the Christmas greeting was heard 
dropping in high homes and lowly from 
loving voices, budding like white peta!s on 
the lips of little children, skipping like a 
caress along the tones of fathers and mo- 
thers everywhere, but in the home which 
stood lonely in its desolate grandeur, the 
home of Bepjamin Humphreys. 

The housemaid came in to the parlor to 
throw up the windows, and let in for a few 
minutes the fresh morning air and the rain of 
sunbeams, and because he had nothing 
better to do, and felt somehow oppremed and 
uneasy this morning; the master of the 
house walked to the window and looked out. 

He stood there a tall, thin figure, bowed 
somewhat by his years, the iron-gray hair 
matching the iron gray eyebrows; the cold, 
keen eyes gleaming out from under them, 
and the lines in the sharp, stern face brought 





“ What a fine residence!” exclaimed a gen- 


his friend. “Solid and substantial, too. I 
like the looks of it.” 

The words were spoken right under the 
window where the owner stood, shielded by 
the curtain. They gratified the old man, for 
his house was a substantial witness of the 
wealth on which he prided himself. He bent 
forward eagerly to harken. 

“ Yes,” answered the vice of a neighbor, 
whom the listener recognized. “But you 
nor I would exchange places with its 
owner, neither for his splendid home nor all 
his money, He's a lonely, friendjeas, rich old 
man—when you've said all Why, I don't 
believe there's a voice in the world that will 
wish him merry Christunaa this dey !" 

The seps passed op, the old merchant 
shrank deeper in the shadow of the curtains, 
the words had “ gone home !” 

In a few moments the housemaid returned 
to close the window, and then the old man 
turned away and walked up and down the 
great parlors withqut speaking a word. 

He walked with his hands behind him, his 
head dropped slightly forward, and with a 
half troubled, half meditative expression on 
his face. 

The words, as I said, had struck deep. 
They had cut down through al! the pride and 
hardness of years, into some smal! corner, that 
shrank and quivered in the heart of the rich 
man. 

Afver all he was not to be envied, not 
though he had laid so broad and strong the 
foundations of his wealth, and built upon it 
his goodly fortunes; not though on every 
side he received among men the de'erence 
which means and money always a'tract; not 
though the dreams of bis youth bad been 
fulilied to their utmost, and the great pur- 
pose of bis life had been attaised; still he, 
Benjamin Humphreys, was pot a man to be 
envied. He walked up and down the stately 
rooms, and a néw, strange feeling of loneli- 
ness and desolation of spirit came over him, 
and an expression of regret stole slowly over 
and softened the hard, cold festures of the 
rich man. 


He thought how different hie home in its 
solusry grandeur would be if there were 
aweet faces moving among the creat rooms, 
and bright tones and merry voices breaking 
the silence, and peasant laughter, and quick, 
light feet pavteriog im and out. And be sat 
down in a besvy arm chair, by the side of « 
emali marble tavie, and a sigh made its slow 
way from the heart to the lips of Benjamin 
Humpbreys. 

Thea his memory rose up slowly and 
waiked over the long bridge of years to the 
east land, tne land of bis youth, and he saw 
the old browa bomestesd woere bis boyhood 





his heart—one by one the old days Came up, 
and smiled on him, and in each one, as ins 
mirror, was a face that smiled too, « smal), 
sweet child's face, with russet curls, which 
the sun stroked into a golden yellow, and 


__Layes which brimmed over into smiles, smiles 


which were ready to ripen into laughter, on 
the dimpled lips red as mountain, berries. 

The face of his young sister followed the 
thougbts of the Iron-gray haired mar. Now 
it went bobbing and dancing before him 
through the sprouting corn, now he was 
guiding it over the stones set in the heart of 
the brook under the mountain, and now 
it was flattering in and out of the old farm 
doors, and again it was nestling down on his 
knee and looking with its shy, loving brown 
eyes in bis face. 

“ Mattie, pretty little sister Mattie!" mur- 
mured the old man softly, and for a moment 
he forgot how many autumns the winds had 
combed the faded grass over the face which 
shown down on him. 

And as he sat there, his right hand moved 
unconsciously amid the rare and costly arti- 
cles which were scattered on the table. 
There were delicate vaees of Sevres’ china, 
and rare patterns in Bohemian glass, and 
agate vases, and amid all these there was a 
plain old-fashioned china eup in singular 
contrast with its costly surroundings, an old- 
fashioned white china cup, with a deep gold 
rim, and a small wreath of leaves in the 
centre, 

And as the old man’s hand strayed uncon- 
sciously over the table it brushed the china 
cup, and it fell over on the carpet at his feet. 

He bent down and picked it up, and in the 
midst of the small wreath of flowers, he read 
the gilt letters there, “ Merry Christmas |” 

It was Mattie’s present to him more than 
half a century ago! How vividly he re- 
called it all, the low old-fashioned kitchen, 
the white flannels of snow that hid the old 
fences, and lay heavy on the steep roofs of the 
farm houses, and the great fire in the wide 
chimney, and the little girl with russet curls 
and shining eyes that stole up to his side and 
put her soft lips down to his cheek and whis- 
pered “Merry Christmas, It’s for you, Ben- 


mastered the word. 

“ And where'is your mother?” 

“ She is dead, sir:” the answer and the seb 
came together—a sob that strained the little 
tein frame, and rocked it as the autuma 
winds strain and rock the trees by the sea. 
The hard, stern, rocky heart was cleft at last, 
Tae old man could not speak for a moment; 
he sat down and lified the litsle girl on his 
knee, and stroked her hair with a hand sof 
as her dead mother’s. 

And then in a few momentethe milkman 
stepped forward, and briefly explained the 
whole story: It was all true that the child 
had said. Two years before her father had 
died, a month ago her mother had followed 
him. 


They were young people, honest to the 
core, and neighbors to the milkman, for her 
father kept a smal) store in the village, where 
the farmer resided. After the death of the 
young map, end the sale of his effecta, which 
just paid the expenses of his long illness, the 


and endeavored to obtain, employ at 
sewing. It was the old 

tion was rte ol Ee 
finally the young mother closed her eyes on 
the young child she left friendless and home- 
lees in the world. 


And the kind hearted milkman, who, for 
the sake of the old neighbor feeling, had 


_| never lost sight of the widow, had resolved 


to carry her to his owa home, 

“ His boys were a rude, noiay set,” he said, 
“and be had quite as many mouths as he 
knew how to feed; but he couldn’t leave the 
child to starve, Perhaps she could help his 
wife with the chores, and perhaps he should 
bind her out, but she didn’t look like a hand 
for stout work.” 

And the old man listened, and the 
of paternity, which so long had slumbered 
in his sogl, stirred itself once more. He lifted 
the littld girl's face. 

“ Matfie,” he asked, and his voice was like 
a soft cfress on the uname, “ would you like 
to stay with me here always, and be my little 
girl, begause—because, I had a little Mattie 


ny,” and the pretty white mug lay in his | once, d she has been gone from me a long 
hand. time, a long time, where your mother has 
It lay in the hand of Benjamin Humphreys | gone 


now, and he looked at it; he would not have 
looked if it had been of the gold he loved so 
well, and his fingers smoothed it lovingly. 
and the cold gray eyes were dim with some- 
thing which had not bedimmed them for 
years, as he said, 

“Poor little Mattie—poor little Matttie! 
It was her merry Christmas !” 

And then there came over the old man’s 
heart a strange hunger for the sound of some 
loving voices, for the clasp Of some tender 
fingers. Yes, they had told the truth, sit- 
ting alone in his desolate home, Benjamin 
Humphreys felt that there was not one heart 
in the whole world to wish him “ Merry 
Christmas ;” and in that hour of solemn, self- 
revelation, the gold he had heaped and the 
lands he had gained, seemed to the soul of 
Benjamin Humphreys what they did to the 
monarch of Judea, when there wailed out 
from his great soul that awful commentary 
on all riches and grandeur, and earthly glory 
—that commentary which all the ages rise 
up, and repeat, calling down solemnly to 
one another—“ Vanity, all is vanity !” 





At last the old man rose up, the solitud 
oppressed him strangely, he looked 
him with a vague longing for some hun 
counsel or companionship, but there was x 
one in all the world, to whom, on th 
Christmas morning, Benjamin Humpb 

felt that he had any right or claim. But 

he went out into his hall, cheerful voicg 
reached him from the kitchen below, 
drew him on toward them. 

The cook started as her master entered 
kitchen, and the chambermaid bustled ab 
in embarrassment, and the broad, sun-bu 
face of the milkman, who stood at the b 
door, with his pail and measure in his h 
gtew a little more rubicund than ever, 
the rich old man carried with him, as 
days do, an atmosphere of chill and gi 
And this morning, by the side of the 1 
man, stood a small, shrinking figure, a 
small, pale, wondering face, with gre 
eyes, in which dwelt some great fear | 






Ile faited greedily for the child’s answer, 
and great brown eyes went 
from fhe milkman’s face to the old man's 
whic§ bent over her. 

Tn a smile broke into the pale lips, she 
nestd close up to the old man, and put her 
litti@hand confidingly in his. 

“f will stay with you,” she said, “I will be 

orl little Mattie.” 
hd so Benjamin Humphreys had some 
on#with whom to keep his merry Christmas 
all. 
at from that hour he was a changed man, 
at#-ast to a degree, for, alas! the habits and 
tt sins of a whole life are pot often wholl 
lutionized, but the little orphan 
m he had taken into his home, filled 
wh new light, and warmth, and love, the 
ld and darkened chambers in the heart of 
e old man Benjamin Humphreys, 








tw Armwy Breap.—An army corres- 
mndent thus gives his views of the bread 
lealt out to the soldiers by the contractors: 
“During its ‘peninsular campaign’ the 
»read had become inhabited by a very lively 
pecies of insect of a brown color and amia- 
»le disposition. Various stories are told of 
these crackers in camp, some of which, I 
fear, are malicious fabrications. One was 
that the insects were purposely put in the 
bread to save mule transportation, and that 
when the commissary wished to transport 
the bread he simply whistled and it came 
itself. Another was that four of these crack- 
ers were seen on battalion drill one evening, 
going through the evolutions with great pre- 
cision. One of the boys had a lot of bread so 
thickly settled as to be uneatable, and brought 
them to the commissary to be exchanged. 
He was toldyto lay them down and take 
others, whem he very honestly asked, ‘ Hadn't 
I better hitch ’em?’” 


Tre Rippon Styie or Garpenrnc.—At 
Kew, in the British National Gardens, they 
have had during the past year, varions flowers 
arranged in the ribbon style, that is, in stripes 


_ and ber lip quivered and struggied before 4 


widow removed with her child w the city, ' 


sorrow. 


one; 


phreys said, 


“Go and say ‘Merry Ch 
gentleman,” 


tonished child. 





grew up into youts, The uld pictare wuched 


The little girl's face was hardly a p 
it was too pale and thin for that 
there was a pathetic pathos and charm 
which would hsve touched a sympatt 
nature at once: and as the sunbeams to} 
into yellow gold the rings of bright } 
bair, they reminded ihe old man of the 
dead sister of his youth. The milkman 
& hasty obeisance to his rich custom 
litle child shrank a little closer to hee 
and as they turned to go away, 


“Good morning, my little gir] !” 
The soft kindly voice, the ple. 


was one that nobody recognized, 
child stood stili, half frightened, b 


her pretty, timid way, “Merry 
sir!” and the sweet words fell lit 
pearls into the heart of Benj 
phreya) He thrust his hand into 
and drew out @ couple of shining 
laid them in the small brown p 




















the 


said the rubicund mi 
The child looked up and search 

man's face with her great, truth 

moment: then she came forward 


he old 
yen, 8 


of different colors, fifly feet in length by seven 
in breadth. The effect of this arrangement 
was exceediog!ly brilliant, and has been very 
happily turned to « practical account, inas- 
much as all the great centres to English in- 
dustry have sent agents and artists 

it, as designs and patterns for the goods’ 
manufacture. One lady ordered to be manv- 
factured for her fifty yards of stair carpeting, 
and a drawing-room carpet, the borders and 
centres of which are to be an exact imitation 
of the borders and centres of the flower-bed 
in question. 





{27 A Richmond correspopdest of the 
Charlestoa Mercury, telling anecdotes about 
the battles last October beyond Richmond, 
says that during one of them, = stragglet, 
who had built a nice fire and was enjoying 
it all to himself, observed what he took to be 
a squad of cavalry. The man in front 
to be reeling is his saddle. The stragglet 


in | ram out to meet him, and said, “ Look here, 


Hum. 
pocket 


the as- 





old fellow; you are mighty happy. Where 
do you get$our liquor from? Give me some: 
I'm as dry #3 a powder hors.” Imagine his 
feelings when he fouad it was 
Jackson—the most ungraceful rider in & 
army, and who naturally sways from side 
side as if he were “three sheets in the 


“What it your name, little gisff 80d the) gg 4 party of ladies were the othe, 
cook and the chambermaid and @#§milkinan | discussing the question of draft, ¥ “ 
held their breaths, and looked @§®"4 cver | young lady inquired the reason WY ™2 
all the angels looked on too, piled. were exempt who had lost but ae 

“ Mattie !” Jisped the soft yo the child. | teeth? “Because they coulds’t of &e 

“Mattie! Mattie!” said the ¢ man, in a end of a cartridge.” “ . - 
ath all which | ques'ioner demurely, “ ae Arey 

beyond and he d and | ‘em in their coffec ?” 

pleced nis hand ino Busing wey, | Oa“ Wenn” wrt o 
on the emali head: “ Where givou get that | tive Man, “are deep af UO? Weer of you 
Bame, my child ?” bey.” “Ay, sir,” ft, the disappointed 

“ Is was mother’s,” little girl, | Man, “and as fall 
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bim, He awoke, and learning trouble, 
his dismay was equalled by his pleasure 
thet she was not killed. Mrs. Phelps is in « 
fair way to recover. 


zoo City, which place is but a fow 
of Vicksburg, so as to make the attack on 
the latter city 

Reevtar Orricers —As so much is now 
said about experienced Generals being en- 
trusted with catmmands, we take this occa- 


sion 4g a “\pat tia Army of the Potomac is 
almcis ww. «ply inthe hands of off- 
cers. The wander-io-chief, Burnside ; 


the commanders of the three winga Frank- 
-~ Sumner and - the on Ooen 
of the six yids, Smith, Couc’ 
Wilcox, Butterfield and Stoneman, and the 
commanders of nearly all of the divisions, 
ay such men as Doubleday, Sturgis, 
aan —_ With an army thus or- 
ganized, there ought to be good discipline 
and effective movement; and if there is not, 
it surely cannot be attributed to the influence 
of volunteer officera.— North American, 

Execution.—The New Era, of the 6th 
instant, gives us details of the execution of 

vate W. W. Lunt, of the Ninth Maine Vo- 
unteers, at Port Royal, shot for desertion ! 
comin, which era placed tn © wagon, and be 

was & wagon, and he 
—— to be perfeetly calm and resigned. 
He, however, subsequently protested his in- 
nocence. 

Fae or Truce.—On the Ist instant a 
flag of truce was sent front Fort Pulaski up 
the Bavannsh River. It was stopped a short 
distance above 8t. Augustine creek by the 
chief officer of the iron-clad battery Georgia, 
which is anchored at the head of Elba island, 
and is completely surrounded by obstructions 
which blockade every channel approaching 
her. She is covered with railroad iron, car- 
ries ten guns within eighteen inches of the 
water line, aad resembles the Merrimac in 
appearance, 

Tue circumstantial account of the landing 
of the Banks expedition at Winton was en- 
tirely erroneous. The expedition was, with- 
out doubt, bound for the Gulf, and when 
heard from it will be from that locality. 

Neoro Hancep at Hotty Sprivca— 
When Col. Lee occupied Holly Springs, M 
some weeks since, with cavalry, « colo 
man gave him information which was of 
much importance, and led, among other 
things, to the capture of a rebel officer. 
When Col. Lee retired the negro was left be- 
hind, and was immediately hanged by a mob 
of citizens and rebel soldiers. 

Inon-Linep Barrecs For KERosENE O11. 
—A iot of Kerosene oil in iron barrels en- 
cased with wood, was stored in a building 
lately burned in Some of the oil was 
saved. The wood was completely burned, 
leaving the iron-lining and the oil highly 
heated, but not ignited. The test is ~~ 
tant to insurance companies and oil cealers, 
showing there 1s but litue riek from fire when 
the oll fe properly refined and placed in sulta- 
ble barrels. 

Ganisacor's MHatn.—To “ X, Y. Z., Isle of 
Mail,” who writes for a lock of tue General's 
hair, I rephy that the doctors fearing baldness 
would produce rheumatism, have forbidden 
any more to be cut.—Telagraph's Speezia Cor- 
reapondent, 

A Toxrepo.—The gunboats Cairo, Mar- 
mora and S.gnal were receutly ascending the 
Yazoo river, and bad reached a point one 
mile below Hague’s Bluff, whea a torpedo 
exploded under the Cairo, shattering her 
bow. She sunk in fifteen minutes, in forty 
feet of water, and cannot be raised. Now lives 
were lost. The Cairo was one of the first 
seven irun-clad gunboats built for service on 
the Western waters, and participated in the 
capture of Forts Henry and Dunelson., 

A Great PepesTrRian Feat.—A deaf and 
dumb man recently walked from Edinburgh 
to London to witness the Great Exhibition ; 
he accomplished the distance, 635 miies, in 
nine days, in one thirty-six hours walkiag 
one buadred and thirty miles. Ile put grease 
upon his shoes and whiskey on his feet, aod 
preferred moonlight to daylight, considering 
the former bette rT by a mile an hour. 

At Newport News.—The One [lundred 
snd Seventy-Kighth Pennsylvania Regiment, 
formed of men from Columbia, Lancaster, 
Montour aod Luzerne counties, and com- 
maaded by Colonel James Johnson, of Pui- 
lade!lphia, is encamped at Newport News. 

Ir will be gratifying to the friends of sol- 
diers wounde? in the battle of Fredericke- 
burg to kaow that upon their application 
they can be sent (4s soon as sufficiently re- 
covered) to the military hospitals in ther re- 
spective states or in those adjoining. 

THe President is qnoted as saying recently 
to one of the border siate Congrereonen:— 
“T have come to the conclusion that slavery 
is th mght arm of the revellion, and I intend 
to loprit off.” 

Tus Paris Moniteur, in s quasi official form 
alludes to the presence of a French squadron 
at New Orleans, which 14 represented to bave 
greatly elated the disaffected poyuiation, We 
are listening to you, Mr. Moniteur. And we 
will remem er you 

Tex Firwens ano THE Gormta—A 
singular incident occurred on Thursday at 
the Atheneum. Among the visitors to M. du 
Caailu’s specimens of gorillas was an ap- 
parently well-to-do yeoman, who eyed the 
stuffed skins, and then the bones, and ap- 
peared to be lust in perfect wonderment st 
their appearauce. At iength he turned round 
w the respected Secre ary of the institution, 
and asked in broad Souceetsbire, 

“ Do you believe in em?” 

“Bebeve in what?” responded secre- 
tarious, 

“Why,” said the farmer, “im this here 
Moouseer Challer.” 

“Oh, ves.” replied the worthy official, “I 
believe in him, fr be was bere ouly on Tuee- 
day and geve a lecture.” 

“Wha!” quoth the coustrymap, with a 
look of indeac:itabie surorise, “here! Woy 
I thought he was stuffed like these bere 
thiegs*?” 

“Ob, dear, no,” Mr. D explained, 
“he is alive, and [ believe, hearty.” 

“Weil, I do wonder at that,” finally re- 
jotwed toe farmer; “ why, I 260 8 gart Sook 
all writ about'im twe've montos aygv, and I 
thougbt that they opiy msde pu boos about 
mea when they be dead.”"—Drisid (Lag) 
Mereury. 


[@™ Man leads woman to the altar; in that 
act bis lwaderehip begins and ends, 








CHINESE SUGAR-CANE. 


rae Senattt sTesadest 
which 
We state as follows: 


1, The fact certainty establiahed that 
there is no di@oalty in growing the Chinese 
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quality of syrup manufac- 

tured from these three qualities is superior to 
that of any other offered in the market. 

11. That it is superior for refining pur- 


poses, 
12. That more than 2 000,000 gallons 
haps 8,000,000) have been manufactu in 
the state during the past year; and lastly, 
that it is the most profiiabie crop than can 
now employ the farmer's skill and energies. 
There facts we consider the Rock Oon- 
vention has pretty surely established, and 
therefore we say in its results it has proved 
one of the most important Conventions ever 
held in the north-west.— Chécago Tribune. 





Tue Arwy Arrnorriation Bin.—Vorr 
NEARLY Unanrmovus.—In the House of Re- 
presentatives, on the 18th, the House went 
into Committee of the Whole on the State of 
the Union on the Army Appropriation Bill, 
for the year ending with June, 1864. 

Mr. Stevens, in response to a question of 
Mr. Vallandigham, said it contained an aggre- 

appropriation of seven hundred aud 
thirty-one millions, 

Mr. Mallory, after the bill had been read 
throngh, offered the following: 

That no part of the money appropriated 
shall be so expended as to encourage the es- 
cape of slaves from their masters, or to sup- 
port and maintaiu slaves that do escape from 
their masters, or for any purpose of emanci- 
pation or colonization, or for. any other ob- 
ject than the establishment of tue authority of 
the Coustitution and the Laws of the United 
States over the rebels. 

This amendment was disagreed to—yeas 
38, nays 66. 

Tbe bill was then reported to the House, 

Mr. Wadsworth moved that the further 

idera'ion thereof be postponed till the 
ond of January next. Disagreed to—yeas 
27, pays 93. 

Tre demand for the previous question was 
seconded—yeas 90, nays 27. 

Mr. Mallery said that if his proviso were 
added to the bill it would secure an unani- 
mous vote, 

The vote was then taken on the passage 
of the bill and it was paseed—yeas 107, nays 
enn eae May, Norton, and Wick- 
L fe, 


==> — - -_ 


Fipevity of a Doo on Tum, BaTrie- 
Frecp —On the Monday after the contest, as 
Hoo. Joha Covode, in company wiih a num 
ber of officers, was pasting over the battle- 
field beyond Frederickaturg, their attention 
was called to a amall dog lying by a corpse 
Mr. Covode halted «few minutes to see if life 
was extinct. Raising the coat from the man's 
face, he found him dead, The dog, looking 
wistfully up, ran to the dead man's face and 
kissed hie silent lips. Such devotion in a 
swall dog was so singular that Mr. Covode 
examined some papers upon the body, and 
found it te be that of Sergt. W. H. Brown, 
company C, 91st Peonsylvania. 

The dog was shivering with the cold, but 
refused to leave his master’s body, and as the 
coat was thrown over his face again he seem- 
ed very uneasy, and tried t» get under it to 
the man’s face. He bad, it seems, followed 
the regiment into batie, and stuck to his 


refusing to Jeave him or w eat anytning. As 
the party returned au ambulance wus carry 
ing the corpee to a little grove of trees for in- 
terment, and the litile dog following, the only 
mourner at that funeral, as the bero's com- 
rades had been called to some other point. 


Tuk Porcian Vore or Tue Free States. 
—The following is given as the summary of 
the popuiar vote of the twenty Free States 


States. Administration. Opposition. 
Maine Ue one 
New Hampshire 3,564 — 
Vermont 2,761 ome 
Massachusetts 27,248 a 
C omnecticut ¥ 145 
New York — 10,75 
New Jereey — 14.602 
Pennsylvania --= $715 
Delaware il — 
Ohio — 5501 
Indiaus ~ ee | 
Llitnois 16,546 
Michigan 6.414 _ 
Wisconsin 6,140 
Minnesota 4.137 
lowa 15,115 _— 
Miesourt 7.6% 

Kansas 4.45 . 
California )S,wo7 
Oregon jo 

Total 127 4:53 67,027 


Administration majority 60,411 


PHILADELPHIA CATTLE MARKETS. 
The supply of Beef Cattle during the pest week 
amounted to about 16 head. The prices realized 
were from 6 to Sy cente 8 B. 120 Cows brought 
from $15 to 20% bead. 43000 Sheep were sold at 
5 conte @ DB gross. 675 Hogs sold at 66,50 





to 7,00 ® ewt. 


master, and when be fei! remained with bim, | 


WEEKLY REVIEW OF THR 
PHILADELPHIA MARKETS. 


FLOUR AND -MEAL—The market is frm but 


7 low grace 
estern extra family, 
bbl for 
ble 

nig 


6,19\¢ for supertire; 86, 
Sood’ extra; 87(@7,50 for 
chiefly of the latter, and bgp od 
fancy Oblo, a to brand, including The 
City Mills, on terme kept private. 

the trade have been to a 
in the came range of 

in a small way at 


ter brands. Corn at for 
Pennsylvania Meal; a sale o's dbus Brandy 
wine was made at wheat 
seal te scarce and at Monts the 

GRAIN comes in slowly. 
In fair request both for 8: ipment 


previens sates, with 47,000 
4@ 148c for Western nay 
store, the latter for for 
and from 165 to 1 to choles 


sortval at Olean a tvania, 

val at 

for Delaware. Corn is more plenty and 
are unsettied and lower, oaly 

yellow having found at 
and Th@lec new. 


white are re at TX for new 
Oate are Ae! for, apd 35,000 bush 
been disposed at 4li@tte for 


and Delaware as to weight, some 
taken at 64@65¢ for 13 he ‘Bate i quiet, 
saics of 9000 bush, a at 1500, 
private. Of Barley Malt amall sales are 
at i 

PROVISIONS—There has been more bre be 
barreled meats, and the is 
cleared of Meas Pork, most it 
taken at 814@14,193¢ for olf, and 61 
for new # bbi. ie but 
15 ® bbi—the latter for 
Hogs sell more at the 100 
Bacon is quiet at h@l0c for Hama, 
Bhoulders, and 6@7c for Bides, 


arriv and selling slowly at 8@S\gc for Hama, 
and seatt\e for Shoulders, on firm—bble 
and tes selling at 04¢@10c, the for 
western, on svort time. Con sells at oh 
and kogs at 10 lig Butter —- 
rately at 1 ked and roll. C J 
qulet at Bb. ere very scarce, 
selling at c BW doz, which is an advance, 


TON— stock on sale continues very 
and 


a” auc- 
tien, at 20s, and some damaged ot 08 
HES remain unchanged and firm, with 
limited sales of both Pots and Pear 


“SEESWaAX \e and ted at 40(@ivc BH 
uo! y 
BD, the latter for good Teliow. 

COAL—The scarcity of vessels operate un- 
favorably on ; however, come In 
oe. There is no alteration in prices, and the 
salos home use are moderate. 

OOF FE &—The market is firm, but very quict, 
with little or no stock in first hands; sales com- 

ise Only about 600 bags Rio and Laguayra at 

(@8te, cash end time. 

OPPER is unchanged and dull, Of Yellow 
Metal prices are steady at 27c for Sheets and 390c 
for Bolts, on time. 

FEATHERS continue scarce and high, aod 
Western are selling at 52@55c B th, the latter in 
aamall way. 

FRUIT—The sales are moderate at $1, 
bbi for Aggiee and $(@12 for Cranberries, Dried 
fruit is arriving and selling rather more freely at 
bs i for Apples, and 5(@@8e for unpared Peaches, 

1AY is om, good mothy selling freely at 

4, 


— the 100 

EMP—The market is quiet, the stock being 

nearly a!l in the hands of the manufacturers, 
1LOPS are unchanged, with about the usual 

business to note in tern and Western at 20@ 


we BD. 

IRON—The market is quiet, the firmness of 
the makers limiting the operations in Pig Metal 
to some 3000 tons Anthracite, in lots, at G10@S2, 
cneh end four months, for the three mambers., 
For Manufactured Iron the demand continues 
fair at fully former rates, 

LEAD—There is very little stock here out of 
the hands of the mauufacturers, and 1100 pigs 
Galena sold at 88,25 cash. Asale of Spanish was 
also made, to come here, at 64 the 100 Tha, 

LUMBER Ite inactive, with a moderate busl- 
ness doing in White and Yellow line Boards at 
sis@i7 M. Lathe are scarce and held for 
higher prices, 

OLASSES ie very dull, and a few small lote 
only have been taken, Including 70 bbls tart New 
Orleans at 23c cash. 

PLASTEK—There is very little offering or 
selling, and we quote soft at 63005,15 W tun. 

RICE te firm, and the sales are limited at Ty @%e 
for Kast India, including 100 bage prime at the 
latter figure. 

SEEDS—Cloversced is arriving freely, bui the 
demand is less active, and only some 4000 bus 
found buyers at $6(@6,50, mostiy at 86,40 B bus. 
Timothy sels at @2@2,25 
prime, and Flaxseed at #20005 Y bua 

SPIRITS is quiet, and the sales of Brandy and 
Gin limited at fully former rates. N. E. Kum is 
selling at Sn@57c. Whiskey is firmer, with free 
sales of bbls at 40@@4lc, bhde at 40c, and Drudge 
at Shad0ec, closing ravher tirmer, 

SUGAR Is quiet. The sales reach only a few 
small lota Cuba and New Orleans within the 
range of ¥'s(@10\¢c, cash and 4 mos 

1 ALLOW. The market is steady at 1'yc for 
country, and 104%e¢ YM for city rendered 
TOBACCO—The market remains very quiet, 
and the demand, for both leaf and manulactured, 
limited at quotations 
WOUL—The market is firm, but very Inactive ; 
and the sales are limited to @ few small lote, 
taken @ith the range of 680768 for wedium and 


fine fleece, net cach. Tub ranges at Ta The 
» 









MARRIAGES. 
6” Marriage ovtices wnsi always be aceom- 
aried by a responsib.« name, 





On the 11th instant, by the Rev. E. W. Hutter, 
Mr. Joun Loan, of Chester, Del. county, to Miss 
AmMasSiva S&S Kiiteoonn, daughter of Jolin Kiil 
gore, keq. of this city 

On the l4th instant, by the Rev. G. W. Ger 
man, Lieut. Wittiam L. Mantine, of the U. & 
Navy, to Mise Aswie Wispom, of thie city 

On the Sth instant, by the Rev. Mr. Jones, 
Capt. Thomas D. Hons, of Co. D, Leth regt 
Pa. Reserves, to Miss Lrpta Cuntia, both of this 
city. 

On the 6th ultimo, bythe Rev. J. HL. Kennard, 
Mr Joun P. Luz, to Miss Amanpa L. Pow, 
both of this city. 

On the L2th ~ | July, by the Rev. Wm. C. Ro 
binson, Mr. Winitam G. Kime, to Mies Can 
hie K. Arrie, youngest daughter of Jacob Ap 
ple, Kaq both of this « ity. 

On the 27th ultimo, by the Rev. M. I. Kurtz, 
Mr. leaac 8. Bacon, to Wise Henxnierra Be AK- 
BOKOLOH, both of this city 


DELATUS. 


am” Nouces of cabs woe » bt acocum 
peaied by a responsible pane 











SL —_—_—$ 
On the l6th inetant, at Grovevilie, W. D 
Bureckis, M. U. of this city 
Ou the 15th inetant, Catuauine M. eldest 


daughter of Mr. Jotn Hieks 

Oo the loth instant, Livia A. wife of Richard 
Lawrence, io ber Sch year 

Oo the 16th lostant, Witctam Keporrs, in bis 
4iat year 

Ou the 16th lostant, Mr, Witntew S. Micsmm, 
in bis S7th year 

n Une 15th iuetant, Mies Eas (owens ia her 
32d year. 

On the 14th imetant, Mrs. Sanam Kees, in her 
O7th year 

On the 1405 instant, Asmanam 8. Hanning, ia 
his (Ob year " 

On the + hAlistant, Ronert Wartaus, is his 
Ob year 

Uo the iétb instant, Mra. Ema Cann, wife of 
Andrew Carr, aged 4% years. 

(On the 12te instant, Mra. Sagan Nice, wife of 

































Juba Nice, aged 50 years. 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


May be obtained weet 'y of the Periodical Depots of 
KR. DEXTER, 115 Nacsoe &., N.Y. 
SINCLAIR TOUSKY, No. 181 Necsse M., N.Y. 












RATES OF ADVERTISING. 
» Thirty conte « line for each insertion. 





BENRY TAYLOR, Gea (roe Buiiding, Belts 

A, WILLIAM® & ©0., 160 Washington &., Boston. 
BENRY MINER, Noe. 71 & 79 Fite %., Pitteders. 
JOHN. P. HUNT, Masonte Hall, Pinebers. 
GRORGE N. LEWIA, 06 Weert Kisth &., Cineianati. 
A. GUNTER, No. 08 Third &., Lowievilic, Ky. 


Fe 


BANK NOTE Li6T. 
Qomanorar Poa rus Garvanst Seanmme Poor, 
BY WITHERS & PETERSON, BANKERS, 
Re 88 Bouth Third Street. 
December 0, | 862. 
adie 





THE 
RESULTS OF EMANCIPATION. 


BY M. AUGUSTIN COCHIN, 


Translated by Miss Many L. Boorn, translator 
of M. Gasranm’'s Wonxs on Amurnica. 


It is impossible to exaggerate the value and 
importance of this work in the present juncture 
of national affairs, , : 

M. Cochin ie an ex-maire and muaicipal coun- 
eillor of the city of Paris, He bas had great ad- 
vantages for research among both public and 
private documents; and has devoted his life to 





treata, 


social, economical and political; 
immediate and gradual, in a!! countries where It 
has taken place, it will readily appear that It is, 
as it has been pronounced, 


THE BOOK FOR THE HOUR. 
1Qmo—swill be sent FHER BY MAIL, on receipt of the 
price,—$1, . 

WALKER, WISE & OO.,, 
Publishers, Boston. 
Sold in Philadelphia by T. B. PUGH, 
8. W. corner of Sixth and Chestnut Sta, 
dec27-3t 


WITHERS & PETERSON 


39 SOUTH THIRD 8T., PHILADA, 
STOCK sa” EXCHANGE 


BROKERS. 


BTOCKS, BONDS, &c., Bought and Sold at 
Board of Brokers aud privately. 

73-10 TREASURY NOTES constantly os 
hand, and will be sold at lowest rates 

All orders for GOVERNMENT BECURITIEA 
promptly attended to. 

UNCURRENT MONEY Bought and Bold. 

Collection of NOTES, DRAFTS, &c,, made is 
all the Loyal @tates and Canada. 

DRAFTS furnished on all accessible polnta, 

ap Wly 


THE MASSACHUSETTS PLOUGHMAN, 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY IN BOSTON, 
AND DEVOTED TO 
AGRICULTURE, SCIENCE, 
THE MECHANIC ARTS, 
MISCELLANY, NEWS, fv. &°. 








This popular paper, which has been published 
More than twenty one years, hae «a very exten 
sive circulation ataong the Intelligent Dormers 
of New England. The present Publisher is de 
termined lo spare po trouble or expense to make 
it practically useful, aa well as loteresting —in 
tenting that it ehall not in any reapect lag be 
hind the progressive spirit of the age; of outran, 
In vislovary theories, the true interests of those 
who “ farm to live” The prin ipal contabutora 
to ite columuea are practe uo farmers, abo are 
qualified by personal exaperione 
ries and state facts--and who will endeavor to eo 
harmonize the tao as to elleit truth and expose 
ertor 

Great attention will be paid to the News and 
Miseellancous Departinents and no werd of 
sentiment of doubtful morality will ever be ad 
mitted to ite colugmne 

The PLOUGHUMAN offers great inducements 
to advertisers, on account of the extent of ite 
circulation and the character of ita subscribers 
for intelligence and business activit 


te dlecune theo 


TERMS —Two Dollars per annum in advance 
Two Dollars and Fifty Cente Uf not paid withia 
the year Addrers 

HUGH W. GREENE, 


562 North Market Street, bo #ton, 


66 4 MERICAN SCHOOL INSTITUTE” 
ESTABLISH IN lane 
A BUKEAL OF EDUCATIONAL 
INFORMATION, 
For those who serk wel! qualified teachers . 
For teachers who desire positions; 
For giving pareote information of good Schools; 
For seuing and renting School properties, 
Wanted—Experienced Teachers of 
Feencn, Music and Drawina. 
Circulars, giving details, sent when ep 
plied for with stamp 
G. 8. WOODMAN & COMPANY, 
506 iirowieway, New York. 
Brascu Orrice 25 North Fourth St, 
auglé wu Philadelphia, 


'OU WILL NOTICE IN OUR CO- 
LUMNS AN ADVEKIISEMENT of DR 


TOBIAS, No. 86 Cortlandt Street, which a cor 
respondent of ours wishes us to take notice of 
Wedo not make a practice of puffing, but in 
this ine'ance our froth inay cateh tt eye ol! 
our brave men, who are going to fight our bat 
thes, This Linimert ought to belo every one's 
haods, and particularly lo a kbepeeck of a aol! 
diet; it te good for woduds, bruises, sprains 


aud above ail for Dyeentery and Diarrhua, for 
the two last, afew drops in @ glass of water, 
ately rele! lie We are eeeured 
lathe case, Uf! 56 Cortlandt Street, 


York. Bold by Drugyists. dec’? eom at 


Beat Fees ror tux Benerit or Nen- 
Ps vous Surreaess- THE WARNING 

VOICE, ov ene self cure of Debility, Con- 
Se Premature Tor: Loss of Memory &c., 
byaformersufferer, Enclosing stamp, address 

D. H. WELLINUTOUN, Boston, Mass. 
dec27-84 


will give immed 
New 


the subject on which “his forthcoming volume 
Presenting as this work does, the reeulls of 





ba Payment te required in advance. 
WHEELER & WILSON'S 
SEWING MACHINES, 
AT REDUCED PRICES. 
OFFICE 606 BROADWAY, N. Y. 








Naw Youu, November, 1661. 

The curtailment of Utigation expenses, come 
qucat upon the recent decisions of the L 
States Courts, which confirm the validity of our 
patents and interdict their lufringement, enables 
us to benefit the public by important reductions 
in the prices of our SEWING MACRIES. 
They are now sold with valuable improvements at 
te hilowing reaeed : 


SCHEDULE OF PRICES: 
No, 1 Macatwa, Briver with 


3 


—_— —— — 


Heumen. No reductfon will be made if 
Machines aro ordered without Memwerna. 


Nos. 1, 2 and 5 Machines are sold with the 
No. 14. Bound in Turkey Morocco, Apt 


No. 11. Bound in Morocen, gilt 
No. 1% Bound in Merncey gilt 
sund In Moroceo, @ ¥ 
. Terrain, 428 


two clasps, holding 40 —— ¥ 
No. 13. Bound tn Moroces, giit Tertndae 


two clasps, hoiding 


47% 


The HIGHEST PREMIUM has been 
awarded for theo WHEELER & WILSON | No. 2, 
SEWING MACHINES, «! the WORLD'S 
PAIR, now being held in London, England, 
with all other Sewing Machines In competition, 


New Giaes Crotu Paeseen and New Srris with two clasps, for 20 
Haeumen, Nos. 3 and 4 with the O.v Srvia| No, 15. Boundin Turkey Moroces, A ue, 
u with two clasps, for 40 Port 430 
SUMNER. No. 16, Bound in Turkey Moroceo, Antique, 
- - with two clasps, for 40 Portraits, 509 
No, 17. Bound in Turkey Moroces, Antique, 
HIGHEST PREMIUM, with two ciwpa, for 20 Portralts,” 6.58 
7 a No. 18 Bound in Veivet, Gilt Mountings, 
WORLD'S FAIR, LONDON, 1862. with two clasps, for 2 Porteaiia, 5,50 
No, 19. Bound tn Velvet, Gilt Mountiogs, 
— . , with two elaepa, for 30 Portraits, 6,00 
No, 20. Bound in Velvet, Gilt Mountings, 
with two clasps, for 40 Portraita, 680 
Round in Velvet, (it Mountiags, 
with two claps, for 0 Portralts, 108 


Oblong Quarto Albnms—Two Portraits 
on a Page. 


No, 22, Bound tn Turkey Murocen, Antique, 
Pith two clasps, for ) Portraits, 64,00 
Bound in Turkey Voroceo, Avtique, 
with two claps, for 80 Portraita, 4560 
No, #4. Hound in Turkey Moroces, Antique, 
with two clasps, for 100 Portraits, 9.00 
The attention of the Trede and of Dealers te 
Photographs generally te tnvited to the above 
Albums, Sample Copies witl be sent, post paid, 
to any address, on the reecipt of priee, or « ibe 
ral diecount will be made to those who purchase 
In juantities, Addrers 


JOHN EDWIN POTTER, 
No, 617 SANSOM 8... Philada, Ta 


This result was nol unexpected, of course, but is 
still highly complimentary to American gentus, |... 
and a triumph more noteworthy considering the 
This marked 


recognition of this Machine not ouly adds to Ita 


publie sentiments in England, 


prestige, confirming, a# It does, the numervus 
awards here, but should satiefy the public that if 
any sewing ls to be done, WHEELER & WIL 
BON’'S Ia the Machine to do it ocdh-tf 


“THE USE OF LIGHT WINES 
I$ CONDUCIVE TO TEMPERANCE.” 
STRICTLY PURE. 


| t49" As the public taste at present runs so 
laryely to Photowraphic Albuma, and as no well 
regulated home ecems complete without one, we 
our friends aad patrons that we 
siyle designated 


beg to aay to 


will promptly forward any 


(/aa Angelea— City of the Angela”) above, free of expense, on cipt of Mr, Pot 
CALIFORNIA WINES, ters prices 
Photographers, Ho kscliers, Country Meg 


Direct from the Vineyards of Menara, Kohler & | gig. picture Dealers. and others wishing to 
Frobling. Kqual in quality and cheaper ta price | valent Gani 
than the Wines of the Gid World y to eli again, con, 1 p rred, have thelr 
orders Giled by as at the lowest market rates. 
WHITE, or HOCK WINE—Very deticate— | 4* there cae be no more acceptable present He 
fine in favor —esuperior as a Dinner Wine to the | (@ belidays, we would advise therm all to gota 
famous Khin 1 fow aod try them 


MUBSBCATFEI Very che of « ulelte bou. | ‘ 
eut-aa eeten on tee DEACON & PETERSON, 

ANGELICA A bighly lusclous, naturally Publishers Sot Eventing Post 6F§] 
aweet Wine greatly adiaired ty Ladies valu 


able in the sick chamber -recommended by the 
medical faculty 
PORT Of fine flavor 
Wine® of Lisbon 
GRAVE BRANDY. The pure juice of the 


Grape of unequalled superiority 


very elmilar to the Old s ) 


Vink 
TENT LEG, 

prres ARN 
ABS Ops me 










The attention of the Trade Hot Keepers, } 
Fatuilies, and Counolseseurs ts Invited to thea PHILADE LPH lA ne] 
Wines fo Jnavalida and Convaleacnts. they ere e wn 
particularly recommended by the Wad l Puecul 
particatarty recommended uy the Medial Furs} 6 6B FRANK PALMER, 

Of Mansachoretts having fully established their | Songeon Anrixt To re Mepicac CoLLeears 
purity, richness, and excellence, Indeed, in these | AND Hlosrrrats: At rnon of Naw Roum 
very desirable essentials they are pronounced < a 7 

unrivalled, whilst their lowness of price certain ° m® Amreratross, INVENTOR OF TH 


} 
ly commends them to universal favor 
We cordiaily iavite ell who are disposed to 
favor the introduction of really PLKE NATIVE 
AMERICAN WINES to give use call and ex No. 1600 Cbeetnut & 
atuine Samples. Tikes Sqrakes West 


Vatwenk Anum.” Leo, &e, bas remowed to 


TIlh STONE EDIFICE, 
t., Philad’a 1608, 

, The Oto Srayp, 
This Estal lishment, erected at pteat expense, 











FOR SALE, BY THE CASE, GALLON, OR] ¢y7 tie pun s, combines everv possible com. 
SINGLE BOTTLE, fort aud facility for Suryics Sttetic operationg, 
a? Tus The Proprietor will de vgee nie petsopal ettem- 
tho tothe Profession hie th ase, and com- 
SOLE AGENCY, Jatruct the “VALMEBLIMAS” (under the New 
, P Patents Nn unerarn ghd portato Thineet 
No, 42 South FIFTIL Street, above Chestnut, | thes Lisnhe are @e + ah few are cuepetiel 
(Late off of Despatch.) landex lazy of golia txvleer medals (“O “ Pirst 
GG. EVANS, Agent. | Prizes’ won, ower al) competition, in the pring 
For the sale of Komts A Frowttsa’s Wier | pa ities of the « rid), abicots be public vaiue 
Siete tl oi 2} b Vineyards of Leo! f these inveutiowa 91) genuine © /almer Lienbe”® 
| Angeles, Bouthern California. heswe the mare of the tnoentor asftted, 
| /enpAtis, which contain the New Rules fer 
. : H Amyprateficns, 200 10) letormation for persons te 
NEB The present high Tariff. } ange, Ins | wae of lands, Gent Bee to applicants, by mall or 
surance, Freight, Ac.,o0 Forgiga Wines, anwunt uit. rwlee 
ing to 10 per cer ver iginal cot, bas [he sitenmoa of Surgoous, Physiclaus, and all 
induced cér ain uaprincty i airs shufee | person torested, & @oet m epectially solicited, 
ture and offer spurious rauds We esire tol Ali former partne ridge bave expired by um 
| caution our ehde agsitet (his opposition, aed | tation Auttrves 
to weure thet of t ot purity Mew B. FRANK PAL WER, Surgeon-Artist 
Ronen & Fenians falifoasia Wee in ciély 16089 (hestuut at, Phite, 
mMidition, it bas beet pa 1 that ig brin i | 
theee Wines to thu tuarket yore, found Cape ) pe 
Horn, the six months voyage improves them at Ts CONFESSIO'S 44ND EXYPERE 
least tity per cen | ENCE OF AN INVALID.— -cblished 
| for the Benen. anc as © warning and « caution te 
(ung men who suffer trow Nervous 


, | 
O YOU WANT LUKURIANT WHIS- |) Premature Dera,, &c., supptyt at the same 
| KEKS OK MUSTACHESt— My ON-| time the means of Self oun ry “ne w.o hes 
GUENT #ii force them to grow heavily in ois | co ed bimself afer be pe’ to great 2 pemee 
Weeks (upon the smoothest free) without stalp | thr h medica) tum, «ttios and quack ery, 
or lujury to the skin. [rice $1—eent by mall, | enclosing « post addreesed envelope, 
pest free, to any address, on receipt of an order, eupwes may be 


v* the eather 
R. G. GRAHAM, NaTHANIEL m 
109 Nassau St., New York City: | apse-er Redfore yey r 





No. 3 Macunre, Oanamenta Baonzs, with | wo & Bound 
Half Case, Polished Black Walnut 
Half Case, Pencied, 60,00 a ~~ 
Piain Tabie, 88,00 - “ oe 
No. 8 Macnine, Prac, with a clasp, holding 94 400 
Half Case, Polished Black Walon *) aed 
alton "* 40s,00| Medium Sine, for the Centre Table, 
Plain Table, #09 | No. 7, Bound w 
No. 4 Macwinn, Large, with No vel chap ba ' 
Plain Table, $75,00 wie a 3.00 
No, 5 Macmina, Cyiixpen, with He, with hag Lang m= 
Plain Table, $45,090 | No. 10, Bound in = on 
Binder, 5.00 | wo, 11 a Mardice, with 
Corder, 3,00 re ing Ras ES 
Marker, 2,00 > with 
ge 3,00 | No. 1 ote holding forint, ae 
THE ! Inep, holding 0 428 
‘ KRMS. CASH. No. 10. Bound in Murocen, glid wages, with 
—e two clasps, holding 20 Port a 
Every Machine is sold complete with « Pt] 
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With « face of ashy bua, be held out the 
Wit and Humor. Indian herchief with one hand, the other re- 
clined gracefully on the region of his heart. 
as naan Anger hed passed away from his brow; 
A PRACTICAL JOKER. slowly and deliberately be cast an unearthly 
—— Jook on his tremiding victim, aad eald— 
George Vandenbof, the actor, in e pleasant | =~“ Then—sir—you—must—take the conse 
way, contributes to the humorous literature | quences—(here he gave symptoms of spas 
of the age the following dramatic sketch modic affection }—for—I—am—oing to be— 
There wes 0 low comedian, femillarty | sick 1” 
called Dick Hoskina whom I covcasionally 
emoountered at several of the smal) country THE CORPORAL. 
thestres in the north ({ England, and who ame 
wes an inveterate and practical joker on the| There is « very amusing scene in the veu- 
sage. He wes slways very well behaved | deville of the “ Prisoner of Rochelle,” which 
with me, but when he came tn contact with a |.has been setting Uhousands laughing at one of 
tragedias for whose talents be entertained «| the Paris theatres, ()ne of the French papers 
\entempt, or whose person or manners dis | gives the equivocal duet beiwoen Corporal 
jieased him, woe to the unhappy subject of | Curtowch, who has s musket in his hands, 
ie fem. All his tragedy was turned into/ and is going through the manual exercise, 
fre <a Dk was in the humorous vein. | and Lees, who is seated at ber work-tabic, 
‘Thus he played the greve digger one night | and abstractedly trying to lead bim towards 
ot, I think, the Rochedale theatre, in Lance: | the subject of matrimony :— 
shire, t the Hamlet of « Mr. C——,0 most; Jea—“If « girl was to fall in love with 
solemn and mysterious gentleman of the | you, Corporal, what would you do?” 
@osk-asd-dagger school: This gentleman's} (urporal—(Mancwuvreing with his musket) 
twagedy waa, in Dick's eye, much more in- | —* Present arms !” 
tensely comic than his own broadest strokes| /.--“Sihe would doubtless look to you 
of farce; accordingly Dick made no terms | for—" 
with it, and showed the unfortunate object of} = —* Support!” 
his merriment no quarters on the staga—] 1.—“ And then whats beavy burden you'd 
When, therefore, Hamlet approached the | have to—”" 
grave to hold his conversation with Dick in| = (—* Carry !” 
it, the latter began his antica, and extempo- L.—“Your butcher and baker would have 
rized al! sorts of absurd interpolations in the | jo—” 
text which he spoke in his own broad Lan-| (.—” Charge!” 
cashire dialect. There wee not a good house,| {.—“ Your prospects, of course, would 
and Dick allowed himself full license. Mr. | not—" 
C—— scowled fearfully, but Dick wasune-| (.—" Advance !” 
bashed. At last he put « climax on his au L.—" And you'd have to—" 
dacity that “topped the infinite of insult.” U—* "Bout face [” 
The theatre was built on the alte of anold| /.—“ And never have any—” 
Dissenting chapel which had formerly stood| (—* Rest!" 
there, in which « preacher named Banks had | = /, —“ Now, Corporal, pray give me your—" 
held forth, and im the small graveyard at- 0.—“ Attention [” 
tached to which the dector—for he was; /1.—“A man of your years is not able to 
popularly dubbed Dr. Banks—-had bees | bear such a—” 


due course to illustrate his answer by Yorick's 
skull; and taking it up, be sald, in the words 
of the text— 

“Now, here ise a skull that hath lain you 


C.—" Load [" 

LL —* But you are not in your—" 

Cc —* Prime !” 

L.—" Your wife may—" 

C.—* "Bout I" 

L.—* Leave you, but she will soon—” 
C.—* Keturn [" 

1.“ And then you'd have to bear all on 


in the earth three and twenty years. Whose | your—" 
do you think it was!" C.—“ Bhoulder !" 

“ Nay, I know not,” replied Hamlet, in his L.—*“ You would be—" 
sepulchral, tragedy tone. C.—" Ready I" 


“This skull, sir,” sald Dick, pursning the 
text thus far, and then making a sudden and 
most unlooked for alteration, “ This was Dr. 
Banks's skull.” 


L.— “1 think you have some other—” 
C— Aim" 

L— And you'd throw all your epistles 
inio the-—" 


And the word skull he pronounced like| (.—“ Fire!" [ ree the musket.) 
bull. ein 

Of course the house was in an uproar of , 
1a onarme the house was in an uproar of! MY MOTHER’S DYING CALL. 
gedian stamped and fumed about the stage BY 1 A RAY 


as well he might, exclaiming, “ Yorick's, sir, 
Yorick's !” 

“No,” said Dick, coolly, when the tumult 
had subsided, taking up another skull and 
resuming the text, “ (Ads is Yorick's skull, the 
King’s jester; but"—going off again—- 
“other's Dr. Banks's, aa I fold you !" 

This was too much; this was the last straw 
on the tragecian’s back! He jumped into 
the grave, scized the (very) low comedian by 
the throat, and a most fearful contest, never 
befure—or since, I hope, introduced into the 
play ensued, in which Dick held his own 
bravely, and succeeded at length in over. 
powering, in a double sense, the worsted tra 
fedian, whom he held down in the grave 
with one hand, while he flourished “ Dr. 
Banks's skull” in triamph above his head. 

The curtain was dropped amidst roars and 
shrieks of laughter, in which the king, queen, 
monk and courtlers—who, in the vain hope 
of arresting the row, had been sent off with 
Ophelia’s empty coffla—were compelled to 
join, forming « tableau which finished the 
play for that night 


SCENE IN A MAIL-COACH. 


“Will you open that window, sir!” 

“ Certainly not, air; I have a bad cold.” 

Buch was the request addressed to his eds a 
ov in the royal mail by a small gentleman in 
& sult of black, and in a profuse perspiration ; 
6 1d such was the answer returned thereto by 
& person addressed—a highly nervous indivi- 
dua)—rejoicing apparently in about fifteen 
stone, certainly in a blue coat with gilt but. 
tona, « seal skin cap, a red face, and nose to 
¢ orrespond, 

“Will you open the window, sir?” again 
demanded, afer a few minutes, our friend of 
the sable garments, in a tone half angry, half 

ve. 

“ Really, sir,” was the reply, “I am sorry, 
air, but must decline to do so.” 

“Do you intend to open tha window I!" « 
third time exclaimed the pertinacious yotary 
of freedom, in accents wherein scorn and 
wrath were blended, with a quivering lip and 
pallid cheek. 

The lusty man shrunk beck in his place. 
An sesault with violence wemed impending. 
But though a large, he Was s brave man, and 
be said-— 

“No.” 

And again there was s pauso—e decidedly 
unpieasant and embarrassing siletee. The 
littie querist turned pale, antl gave & deep 
sigh. At last, in a voice of thunder, he tyar- 


ed out— 
“Will you, sir, or will you not, open that) 


window f" and at the same moment his hand, 
With nervous rapidity, sought his coat-pocket. 
The red-faced man trembied, he turned pale, 
and cast a cupplicating glance at the other 
two inmates of the carriage, as if to say, 
* Pray help me; I may be murdered ; | really 
think the wretebed limp must have a stilett 
@F 0 loaded pistol in bis pocket.” The giance 


The birds sang sweetly, so sweetly and 
joyously that it seemed as if the ailvery- 
throated warblers were vying with each 
other. The morning breeze came fresh and 
cool from the hilla, sweeping lightly over the 
clover fields and fanning my cheek with its 
perfumed wing. But I did not listen to the 
birds’ songs; I heeded not the serene beauty 
of the morning, for I was so intensely en- 
gaged in reading—not the Bible, but a new 
novel, which I had commenced the preceding 
evening—that all sights and sounds were un- 
Ike unheeded. 

* Jeaale,” said a sweet voice, faint and low 
always, but now fainter and lower than 
usual; but I did not answer immediately, or 
spring to my mother's bedside, as I usually 
did, at her firet call, but waited a moment to 
glance down the page “Jessie! Jessie! 
come here, my child.” 

~ “Yea, dear mother, in a moment,” I re- 
plied, without withdrawing my eyes from the 
book. 

“Come now—now, my love.” 

“ Yea, mother, in a moment, as soon as I 
have finished this page,” and I continued 
reading. The page was finished. “ Mother,” 
1 said. There was no reply. “ Mother.” 
Still no answer. I listened and heard a faint 
breathing. “Ah, she has fallen asleep,” 
thought I; “ it is early and I will not disturb 
her. A little more sleep will do her good.” 

Then I commenced another chapter, It 
was very exciting, very, and so I read on, so 
wholly absorbed that I thought not of my 
mother. 

“ Why, Miss Jessie, 1 knocked and knock- 
ed, but not hearing any sound, 1] thought you 
must be asleep yet,” said a voice beside me at 
length. 

“ Well, what's wanting, Ann?” | inquired 
a little impatiently, without raising my eyes. 

“ Why, I rang the bell twice for breakfast 
and you did not come, so I thought I must 
Just come in and see if anything was the mat- 
ter. And seeing it was time for yoar mother's 
breakfast, I have brought her some toast and 
tea along, and I should just like to know 


; mistress is this morning ?” 

Rei very coméunabla Ann,” I replied 
hastily; “she has been awake, but she has 
fallen asleep again. She has had a nice nap 
this morning.” 

“ Well, it’s glad I am to hear it, for she has 
looked miserable these few days past.” 

“Miserable! you are mistaken, Ann; she 
has looked better than usual. I think she 
improves every day.” 

At this Ann shook her head ominoualy, 
a4 went out. I was to resume 
my reading, but Ann's words had made me 
nervous, and my mother’s toast and tea were 
getting Gold. Sol! laid down my book and 
went softly into the other room. | approached 
the bed. My mother looked so calm and 
peaceful I could not bear to disturb her. But 
it was past ber usual breakfast hour, and I 
called, “Mother! mother!" but she did not 





me 





THE NEW THING IN HAIR. 





Lapy Sweii.—"“ Oh, yes, you know! Quite new! The old nets and beavers’ tails 


getting awfully common, you know !” 





pulse was still; the heart was stil My mo- 
ther was dead—dead! She had died alone— 
died while I, her undutifal child, unmindful 
of her earnest, dying call, was engaged in the 
adjoining room reading a novel! Yea, a 
novel deprived me of my mother's last kiss— 
of my mother’s dying blessing! Oh, the an- 
guish of that hour! 

Years have passed by, but a deep, abiding 
sorrow is with me. My mother's dying call 
is ever sounding in my ears, piercing my 
heart with untold anguish. 

Reader, have you ever through disobe- 
dience or neglect slighted a mother’s call? 
If you have, do so no more. Ever listen to 
her voice, and hasten cheerfully to obey her 
slightest wish as well as her serious mandates, 
Do this, and when the grave closes over her 
and shuts her forever from your sight you 
will have nething with which to reproach 
yourselves, Tears of sorrow bedewing her 
memory will not be mingled with those of 
remorse. 


IF! 


os 





Ah, dearest, if our tears were shed 

Only for our belovéd—dead ; 

Although our Life's lef incomplete, 

Tears would not be so bitter, sweet, 
As now !—ah, no. 


Ah, dearest, if the friends who die 

Alone were those who make us sigh ; 

Although Life's current is so fleet, 

Bighs would not be s0 weary, sweet, 
As now !—ah, no. 


If oft more pain it did not give . 
To know that our beloved live, 
Than learn their hearts have ceased to beat, 
Grief would not be so hopeless, sweet, 
As now !—ah, no. 
; THOMAS HOOD. 





Ancient Forms or Marniack Services. 
—In a very ancient marriage service, which 
is clearly of Anglo-Saxon origin, the bride's 
contract is as follows :-—“I take thee, John, 
to be my wedded husband, to have and to 
hold, from this day forward, for better or 
worse, for richer and poorer, in sickness and 
health, to be bonny and buxom, in bed and 
at board, till death do us part, and thereto I 
plight thee my troth.” Ata later period the 
words, “If holy church do so ordain" were 
added. According to the form in use in Nor- 
thumbria, the bridegroom's promise was as 
follows:—I take thee, Alice, to be my wed- 
ded wife, to have and to hold, at bed and at 
board, for fairer for fouler, for better for 
worse, in sickness and health, till death do 
us part” Other formule differ but little 
from these. In all of them the bride pro- 
mises to be “buxom and bonny, at bed and 
at board ;” “ but further than these words ex- 
tend, does not promise either to honor or to 
obey.— Thrupp's Anglo-Saron Home, 


Agricultural. — 


THE WASTE OF MANURES IN 
CITIES. 











I have been reading in the “ Miserables,” 
Vietor Hugo's very lively and instructive 
chapters on the sewers of Paria. He quotes 
Liebig to show that “ancient Rome's cloaca 
absorbed all the well-being of the Roman 
peasant ;” that when the Campagna of Rome 
was ruined by the Roman sewer, Rome ex- 
busted all Italy, and when she had put Italy 
in ber cloaca, she poured in Sicily, then Sar- 
dinia, then Africa’ With epigrammatic wit 
Hugo says, “ this example Paris follows with 
all the stupidity peculiar to cities of genius” 
With ber 140 miles of sewers, Paris precipi- 
tates into the Seine and the sea, hundreds of 
millions in those simple elements which she 
has gathered from the soil far and near, never 
to be returned to it Thus he says, “the 
clevernces of man is such, that he prefers to 
throw one hundred millions of the best guano 
im the world into the gutter!” But he con- 








———— 


fold, and the problem of misery will be won- 
derfully diminished. In the meantime, Eu- 
rope is running herself by leakage and ex- 
haustion.” Thus far, the Chinese is the only 
nation that has from necessity been com- 
pelled to return to the earth all the elements 
of the food consumed, in order that it may 
produce sufficient nutriment to subsist its im- 
mense population. Edinburg is, I believe, 
the only European city that has commenced 
distributing its sewerage to the surfounding 
country, as manure for both grain and grass; 
and it is said that the experiment is a great 
success. How soon will the day come when 
what has long been a necessity in China, and 
now in Europe, the appropriation of sewer- 
age as manure, will also be a necessity to the 
United States? The city of New York alone, 
now daily destroys the corn and cattle of a 
large district of country, every simple ele- 
ment of which goes into the sewer, to be “ in 
the deep bosom of the ocean buried,” never 
to be again quickened into vegetable and 
animal life! 

Often has this deponent gone from fetid 
manure streets of New York, sickened with 
the confined air and compound smells of a 
tainted atmosphere, to the gravelly soils of 
Staten Island, or the sandy plains of Long 
Island, when, in the fresh and stimulating 
sea atmosphere, the arid soil alone cried 
aloud, for those elements of fertility which 
were the plague spot and bane of the great 
Babylon. I then could but reflect, that Pro- 
viderce had designed from the beginning, 
that those hungry silicious plains should be 
the recipients of the wastings of the great 
city; the easy, grateful soil, being already 
perfectly prepared and underdrained by na- 
ture's hand, to need nothing but that which 
in the city was a crying daily waste, a source 
of squallor and disease. 

New York has her poor houses, her chari- 
table institutions, without stint. But me- 
thinks the crowning charitable institution is 
not that which displays the finest architec- 
ture, or that which the most comfortably 
feeds and lodges its eleemosynary inmates; 
but that which usually employs them, while 
it feeds them. I want to see on the under- 
drained, bushy plains of Long Island, a vast 
market, fruit, and flower garden, or gardens, 
manured by the city wastings, sewerage, if 
you please, and worked by the cities’ poor: 
Such a consummation would relieve pauper- 
ism of its bane,—idlenesa, its demoralizing 
chronic helplessneas—by a discipline and 
practical daily training, that leads to self-re- 
liance and subsequent self-respect, and conse- 
quent usefulness in the world—S, W., in 
Genesee Furmer. 








PROPER SHOEING OF HORSES. 


FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


When will owners of horses learn better 
than to pay a smith for crippling, and we 
may say spoiling, the most noble of the brute 
creation, which forty-nine out of fifty will do 
by shoeing. The proper form of an old horse's 
foot should, and might be the same, or nearly 
the same, as that of the foal at four months 
old; but the smith will cut away the heel be- 
cause it cuts easier than the toe of the foot, 
and then cut down the bars because he has 
got the heel so low they are in his way, 
When any person at all acquainted with the 
business should know that the toe grows 
faster than the heel, and consequently needs 
the most paring. Also that with the bars 
constantly cut away, the strongest foot will 
contract, and for that reason be disposed to 
corns, navicular disease, &c. The heel 
should be pared but very little, and one na- 
turally weak scarcely at all. W. W. B. 





Sat, Scarce, anp Bacon ror Saeer — 
A sheep-keeper in Indiana says he promotes 
the health of his flock by a free use of salt, 
and an occasional use of sulphur mixed with 
the salt or with feed, and two or three times 
a year he gives the sheep some old bacon, 
which is eut up and mixed with the salt 
Another sheep-keeper thinks tar better than 
the fat bacon, theugh it is more work to ad- 
minister it, for each sheep has to be caught 
and its mouth opened and the tar put in with 
a paddle. Another one thinks resin, in pow- 
der, mixed with salt, or meal, or grain, fed to 
a eae a great saving 


PLANNING FLOWER GARDENS. 


One of the worst ways of planting a flower 
garden is to set out indiscriminately, plants 
of all colors, of different heights and habits of 
growth, without regard to any system or de- 
sign. It is enough to make an orderly man's 
head ache. Here is a verbena, neti « poppy; 
beyond is « petunia, and hard by is a lilac 
bush; next is portulacca, and next a morn- 
ing-glory, and soon. Such a confused mass 
of things is at best childish. Let there be 
some kind of system—almost any is better 
than none. This is s good one: Let the 
plants on a particular bed be similar in form, 
or color, size or style of growth. If different 
colors appear in the same bed, let them be 
of such kinds as will harmonize well to- 


gether. 

It is a growing custom, and a good one, to 
have the beds small, and only one color to a 
bed. Then, when the garden is viewed from 
the windows or veranda of the dwelling, it 
has the appearance of embroidery or carpet- 
ing. Mr. Loudon recommends drawing out 
in winter, on paper, the plan of the garden, 
and coloring the beds with paint, so as to 
see what the effect will be. Make the ar- 
rangement of colors a long and careful study. 
When the plan is fixed upon, it will be the 
simple work of the gardener to find the 
plants which will give the required colors 
durig the entire summer, and at the least 
expense. We suggest this hint to the flo- 
rists of the Agriculturist family, for winter 
study. 


A Nove. Move or Growre Asranra- 
evus—A neighbor of ours has tried the fol- 





_Ghe Ridder. 


wanmuy Sthguncssvanes sutinoum, 


I am composed of 50 letters. 
My 50, 1, 47, 31, 11, was a Latin poet. 
My 6, 31, 94, 94, 62, 43,85, 34, is & precious stone. 
ae ey 
19, 25, 98, 44, 54, 3, is a city in Europe noted 
for its beautiful scenery, also for its 








18, 39, 47, 28, 50, 25, is the wind flower. 
My 26, 43, 9, 27, 10, 96, was « renowned philoso- 


My 13, 1, 20, 40, 28, is an erring point of thecom- 
49, 15, 55, 5, 4, 10, 9, ie one of Ame- 
poets. 


My 8, 20, 56, 4, 48, 18, ls a city tm Ireland, 

My 12, 45, 43, 47, 1, 18, 82, is « precious stone. 

My 47, 45, 4, 5, 58, 36, is a grain, « native of the 
East, mentioned in the Bible. 

My 57, 4, 5, 35, 9, 10,23, 46, 50, is a name that 
will never be 

My 90, 37, 50, 81, 11, 87, na 

My 43, 20, 54, 25, 50, is a nu 

My 33, 31, 16, 21, is a fruit. 

My whole is averse fron ong 
“™R 









CHARADE. 

WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY BVENING POST. 
Entire, a term to children applied; 
Bebead me, an anima! small ; 

Again, I am a preposition ; 


Again, and I’m used by all. LETA 





CHARADE. 


lowing method for several years, and finds it 
successful: Laying off his beds four and a 
half feet wide, and sixteen feet long, he 
spreads on the surface a coat of sand two 
inches thick, and spades it under. (His soil 
is a stiff clay.) Then he lays upon this six 
solid inches by.careful measure, of half-rotted 
dung. After this has settled a week he 
spreads over it four inches of good garden 
soil; and in this he sets out one year old 
plants, twelve inches apart from crown to 
crown. The roots soon find their way into 
the rich provender below, in which they 
luxuriate, as the large, succulent shoots soon 
show. 


"seal Receipts 


Crier Wine.—The Country Gentleman 
gives the following from a correspondent: 
Take pure cider, made from sound ripe ap- 
ples, as it rups from the press, put 60 Ibs. 
common brown sugar into 15 gallons of 
cider, let it dissolve, and fill clean sweet casks 
with the mixture within two gallons of being 
full; put them in a cool place, leaving the 
bungs out for 48 hours ; then bung up, leaving 
a sma)! vent until fermentation wholly ceases; 
then they are to be bunged up tight, and the 
wine will be fit for use in one year. It im- 
proves with age, and may be left upon the 
lees. 

Preservina Woop sy Saut.—J. B. Bi- 
mona, of Brush Valley, Indiana, thus writes 
to the Scientific American:—I have used 
common salt for the preservation of mill- 
shafts or water-wheel shafts, and it has had 
a good effect in staying the decayed timber. 
Take a two-inch auger, bore holes into the 
stick of timber, and fill up with salt, 
then plug up the holes tight. In alarge 

of timber, like a water-wheel shaft, bore a 
hole through the centre, like a pump, and 
fill up with salt and plug up, and there is no 
telling how long this may last, as it has been 
tried with us, and has answered very well. 
No man would believe what effect it will 
have till he tries it. I have used it in a mill 
shaft that was decaying, and it certainly has 
helped it wonderfully. I have mever seen a 
salt barrel hut what was sound, and will 
stand more wet weather than any other bar- 
rel or stave of its kind. 

Guvk For Reapy Use.—To any quantity 
of glue use common whiskey, instead of wa- 
ter. Put both togethcr in a bottle, cork it 
tight, and set it away for three or four days, 
when it will be fit for use without the appli- 
cation of heat. Glue thus prepared will keep 
for years, and is at all times fit for use, ex- 
cept in very cold weather, when it should be 
set in warm water before using. To obviate 
the difficulty of the stopper getting tight by 
the glue drying in the mouth of the vessel, 
use a tin vessel with the cover fitting tight 
on the outside, to prevent the escape of the 
spirit by evaporation. A strong solution of 
isinglasa, made in the same manner, is an 
excellent cement for leather. 

Lavy Huntinoton’s Pupprxe.—Take one 
quart of milk—from this reserve enough to 
wet four heaped table-spoons of flour—mix 
the flour very smoothly with this milk, boil 
the remainder of the milk, and add four well!- 
beaten eggs, a little salt, and the flour. Boil 
a few minutes, stirring it with energy. Wet 
your pudding dish, and put the pudding in 
it, sift over it a half a cup of white sugar. 
Put half a cup of wine and half a cup of 
sugar together, and pour over the padding 
as itis sent to the table. Eat cold, and if 
properly made, you will confess it to be one 
of the most delicious puddings in the whole 
world of cookery. 


{2 “Oh! what shall I do if Theodore is 
drafted ?” said a young girl to her grandmo- 
ther, while thinking that perhaps her lover 
might be obliged to shoulder his musket and 
go to the war. “Do!” said the old lady, her 
venerable eyes sparkling with the light of 
other days, “do as I did for Nathan the last 
time the red coats came over here. Make 
coarse shirts and pantaloons for him.” 


¢@” “ Humming-bird” robes are the newest 
thing out, and are of salmon silk, ormament- 
ed by sprays of foliage, birds and butterflies 
being represented thereon, It takes a C spot 
to get one. 
ta “Tm particularly uneasy on this 
point,” as the fly said when the boy stuck 




















WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 
Entire, I have lately been a cause of much ex- 
citement ; bebead me and Iam a kind of float; 
behead again and transpose, and I am not lean; 
now behead me, and I am a preposition. 

LETA. 





ANAGRAMS ON GIRL’S NAMES. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY BVENING POST. 


A nym. Tentane. 
In a givri. C in a role. 
Gige, an oar. A reli. 
Thu jet. Iam Anna R. 
G. M. TUCKER. 





GEOMETRICAL PROBLEM. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST, 


There is a spherical polygon whose angles are 
respectfully 110, 120,130, 140and 150. The radius 
of the sphere {s 11 inches. Required the areaof 
the polygon ? JO8. 8. ROBS, Jr. 
Cincinnati. 

ta” Av answer is requested. 


PROBLEM. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


A, B, C formed a stock company of $30,780. 
A’s money was in 5; B’s 4, and C’s 3 years. A's 
stock and profit was $15,200; B’s stock and profit 
$14,820, and C’s profit alone was $4,560. Required 
each man’s stock ? E. HAGERTY. 
Baltimore. 

jay™ An answer is requested. 





ARITHMETICAL PUZZLE. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY BVENING POST. 
There is a certain number consisting of two 
digits, the order of which may be reversed by 
adding to the number three-fourths of itself. 
What is the number? G. M. TUCKER, 
ta” An answer is requested. 








CONUNDRUMS. 
tar” What female recluse is that whose name 
read backward and forward is the same? Ans.— 
Nun. 
tay” What lady-like designation is that which 
is spelled backward and forward the same?. Ans. 
—Madam. 
tay” What time is that which spelled back- 
ward and forward is the same?’ Ans,.—Noon. 
tay” What portion of a young lady’s dress is 
that which spelled backward and forward is the 
same’ Ans,—Bib. 

CONUNDRUM. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 
yar What commandment is broken by four 
letters? Ans.—The 10th, 1 N V U. (Ll envy you.) 
UTOPIA. 





ANSWERS TO RIDDLES IN OUR LAST. 
MISCELLANEOUS ENIGMA—The battle of 
Antietam, September seventeenth, eighteen 
hundred and sixty-two. GEOGRAPHICAL 
ENIGMA—“ When I said my foot slipped, Thy 
mercy, oh Lord, held me up.” ENIGMA—Maj.- 
Gen. A. E. Burnside, CHARADE—Broom, room, 
moor. RIDDLE—Part. (Art, rat, at, T.) 





Answer to Daniel Diefenbach’s MENSURA- 
TION QUESTION, published Nov. 22. Inside 
measurement, 5.96 inches, nearly ; outside mea- 


. 6.85 inches. 
surement, inches. ARTEMAS MARTINS 


Franklin, Venango Co., Ta. 
Daniel Diefenbach’s answer to the above is 5 
inches.— Ed. Riddler. 


Answer to my MATHEMATICAL PROBLEM, 
published Nov. 29. There will be formed 10000 
triangles. ARTEMAS MARTIN. 


Franklin, Venango Co., Pa. 





Answer to Daniel Diefenbach’s — 

CAL PROBLEM, published Nov. 2. acres. 
. : ARTEMAS MARTIN. 

Franklin, Venango Co., Pa. 

Answered also by E. Hagerty, Baltimore, apd 

Francis W. Hibbard, Obio. 


Answer to TRIGONOMETRICAL QUES- 
TION, by Augustus, published Dec. 6. The sides 
of the triangle are 260, 348 and 434.4007 perches, 
respectively ; and its area is 282 acres and 120 
rches. ARTEMAS MARTIN. 
Franklin, Venango Co., Pa. 

Answered also by T. M. Laughlin, New York, 
and E. Hagerty, Baltimore. 
Answer to Old Book’s ARITHMETIC AL 
QUESTION, published Dec. 6. They will meet 
61 3-5 miles from E, and 68 2-5 miles from F. 
Answered by Utopia, Albany, E. Hagerty, T. M- 
Laughlin, New York, and Artemas Martin. 


Pear It is understood that a society is about 
being formed, the main feature of which is to 
adopt measures to procure a substitute for 
cotton shirta. The young gentlemen engaged 
in this have under consideration the adoption 
of single-breasted vests, to be buttoned up 10 
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